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A Night of Trips and Lucidity 


Author's Notes: 

So, yes, The Moodies were known to have experimented with acid as did plenty of other prog rock bands in 
their psychedelic stages. It has also been noted in band history that John Lodge often refused to take it, so 
that isn't made up. He made fair game for somebody to have the negative side effects -which are inevitable 
to show up in some. The rest of this is just a prologue to this story, and exploring the friendship of Mike and 
Ray. I'm excited to get into the main of this story, because interesting things are happening.. 


A late night on the tour bus for The Moodies had turned into a night to drop acid at the suggestion of Ray 


Thomas. 


It wasn't the first time it had happened, and with it being common on the scene and the hopes of triggering 
inspiration for the emerging psychedelic element to prog rock, Ray often found at least one person on the bus 
willing to accompany him. Most often, either Graeme Edge or Mike Pinder. 


But, nights like tonight were when the effects took hold of the band as a whole, as Justin Hayward and John 
Lodge had gotten in on it. The nights where they could think as one should inspiration from the colorful lucidity 


kick in. 


Having heard a crew member making remarks backstage, however, Ray was in an experimental mode. He 
wanted to try it a different way. Rather than dropping the acid all at once, he'd figured they would try taking 


it in several smaller doses. 


"Perhaps we'd think even more clearly together, because we would get the effect, but it might not overwhelm 


some of us as much by taking it little by little." 


"Are you sure it would make much difference?" Graeme had asked, skeptical if there was any method to the 


madness. 


"Well, let's look at it this way," decided Mike. "If it doesn't make any difference, then we at least haven't lost 


out on anything from usual." 


It didnt take long for them to notice that the different method indeed led to a difference result. Mostly in no 
way they could see that was anything negative -except for John. 


John took the least amount over the course of his smaller hits, taking fewer than the others and with more 
time apart, yet he still managed to be the first to overstimulate himself. Generally, he didn't seem to find the 
same fun in drugs. He was also self-admittedly a lightweight and refused to join Ray in drug use beyond the 
usual alcohol and cigarettes unless he had no obligations or concerns to address for a time long enough to 
clear his mind and system of the effects. It was only on leisurely and social occasions such as tonight which 
he partook on the experiment of the night, and even these cases were becoming less and less common for 


John. 


Tonight, it was obvious however he'd taken more than he'd anticipated or wanted. It turned out that Ray's 
experiment of taking the acid in little bits at a time rather than in one dose made it easy to lose track as the 
high kicked in. It occurred to John he really didn't know how much he'd had, and he'd probably gone beyond a 
single dose size for him. He was already experiencing anxiety and fear of the altered appearances around him, 
as well as feeling his heart beat faster than he was comfortable with. 


"Those things -they're swinging around up there," said John nervously. 
"What things?" questioned Mike, who along with Ray tended to fixate out the bus window in his altered state. 
The stars in the sky and the lower highway street lamps and their reflections with the movement of the bus 


stretched out into long waves of pleasing color. 


"On the bus, inside!" John pointed to a wall within the back lounge of the bus away from the windows. "These 
big, dark things that look like their flying forward at us -as if they're attacking.’ 


Graeme looked up from where he was staring at the light panels on the radio. 


"John, those are our coats on the hooks under the storage shelf. They're swinging a bit because the bus is 


moving." 


"They probably appear to be swinging more than usual and are looking a bit different in this state, but they're 
nothing harmful," added Justin from outside the lounge compartment. "Try looking out the window with Ray and 
Mike if they bother you." 


Justin lay awake on his bunk, watching up at the ceiling. He'd mainly gone to lie down with the desire to stretch 
on top of his covers, having the side effect of sweating and feeling hot, but it was not his sole reason, 
otherwise he'd have gone down on the floor where it was cooler. Justin's upper bunk put him up against the 
ceiling with nothing in his side and peripheral vision to obstruct it. There was something about the blank space 
on the bus ceiling that made for an uninterrupted canvas for the affects on his mind to take its own course, 
unobstructed by catching on lights and other objects. Whenever he joined in on Ray's LSD nights, his bunk was 


his favorite place to go. 

It seemed instead that his friend and bass playing bandmate, John, preferred to focus on something around 
him, afraid to get completely lost in it. However, having overdone it tonight, the movement was exaggerated a 
lot more than usual, and he couldn't put himself at any form of comfort. 

The lights and the movement of smearing, bouncing and waving color from the world passing by outside proved 
to be too much for John as well. It felt too bright on his eyes and dizzying. Soon, he keeled over his knees 
where he sat on the floor, holding his head in his hands and moaning as he began to feel ill. 

"You got a headache, Lodgey?" Ray looked over, concerned, 

John moaned affirmatively. 


"Yes. My stomach doesn't feel too good.” 


"Get away from the window, John," warned Graeme. "If looking outside makes you motion sick, you'd best stop 


before you get to honking. You're already looking a wee bit peaky." 


"l'Il admit, it's a bit more intense than I'm used to myself" Mike turned from the window. "John, go lie down like 


Justin did. | think you did yourself in. Ill be best with no extra stimulation if you took too much." 


"If | feel like this and can't even find some enjoyment in it, then I'm certain | took too much." Moving slowly, as 
though walking forward smeared his peripheral vision and made him feel sicker, John trudged through the 
passage to the bunk compartment. 


"I think lIl retire for the night myself," said Graeme through a yawn. "I like the different effect, it looks 
pleasing, but its got something to it that's lulling me off." 


"Ah, but that's the best part for me," said Ray. "l'm waiting for it" 


‘lm already there." Graeme followed the woozy bassist off to the bunks. 
"John, would you rather take the extra bunk under mine?" he asked as he climbed up to his own upper bunk 


"No, all my stuffs in mine; its easier to stay with it," replied John, approaching the ladder to the bunk above 
Mike's cautiously with a death grip, feeling dizzy from bright, distracting colors blurring from everything 


around him as he moved and fearing that he would lose his footing. 


"Alright, then. If you start feeling like you're going to heave, get yourself down and over to the toilet sooner 
than later. It'll take longer to get there having to climb down" 


John shook his head, shuddered, and curled up in his blankets, suffering the opposite side effect Justin was in 
the form of chills and muscle tremors. Burying his face in his pillow to block out the lights, he internally 
prayed that his head would stop spinning. 


| don't want to do that, lord knows.. I'm just going to try and zonk out too," he moaned. "Oh, Graeme, don't 


ever let me try that again" 
Graeme chuckled. He was more for the party life, but John wasn't quite as suited for it. He never had been, 
and that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. Just a discomfort for the bassist at the moment after choosing to 


try it for a night. 


| can't promise | won't forget to, but | can say that you should go to sleep. You'll feel better, mate. Goodnight, 
John" 


Justin must have been getting tired too, because he reached out and pulled the cord within his reach to turn 


off the lamp beside the doorway of the bunk area on the wall. 
"Goodnight, both of you," he murmured, before chuckling in the dark. "Overdo it yourself, Graeme?" 


"Ah, not exactly. | feel alright, just sleepy. | prefer to be alert so | can get caught up in everything and notice 
it all rather than it running together." 


"That's because you're the biggest party animal of us as a bunch," Justin snorted, turning on his side to look 
across the aisle at Graeme in the dimly lit area, only light shining in through the doorway from the lounge. The 


light beams through the door danced on Justin's hazy vision with faint spectrums of color. 


"And we all think of you as the serious one, but its John who can't handle it!" snorted Graeme, before doing a 


double take and realizing he'd made that remark on autopilot. 


"Sorry if you heard that, John. I'm not saying that as anything against you, mate." 


Justin sat up, crawling forward toward the foot of his bunk and reaching over the short footboard divider 
separating his from John's. Carefully, he poked John’s feet through the blankets. 


John didn't budge. 
"| don't believe he heard you. He's already out," assured Justin 


"Ah. Well then, thats good." Graeme looked up at the ceiling. "I feel awake, but sleepy. But maybe that's not a 
bad thing -if | can fall asleep, | might dream lucidly." 


"Is it really possible to do that unless something wakes you up?" asked Justin, sounding skeptical. "Honestly, 
Graeme, the only times I've been in a dream that | was aware | was dreaming and had control of it were the 
times on this bus that Mike got up earlier than us. Usually happened when he either got playing on his 
mellotron or knocked something down and made some noise that pulled me out of it and | didn't completely 


surface. | would try and stay in it by controlling it, but it only pulled me out of it until | was awake." 


| can tell you, and Ray would tell you with the tales he's heard from others that that's not true lucid 


dreaming, kid," said Graeme, "and I've never truly had a lucid dream myself." 
Justin sighed huffily, provoking soft chuckling from Graeme. 


"Just because you're the oldest and I'm the youngest doesn't mean I'm a kid, Graeme!" the guitarist and singer 


hissed. "In less than a year I'll be twenty-one!" 
"And | just said it because | knew itd get you riled up, mate. I'm joking" 
Justin blew up into his bangs. 


"You bugger off, Graeme," he grumbled, but there was a laugh in his voice too. "Leave me alone. You're ruining 


it!" 


"Tough luck," snorted Graeme. "John's already 21 and all of us could get away with calling him ‘kid! without him 
getting hyper. He's the innocent one of us. But Ray started calling him ‘Lodgey’ instead -not sure how long 
before he'll outgrow it. Back to where we were.. maybe we'll dream lucidly tonight. | would think if you could 


fall asleep on the acid, you would. I've never dreamed lucidly before, but it sounds like fun" 


"| do like being able to control things to a point, but then doesn't that defeat the purpose of a dream?" asked 
Justin. 


"| would guess it would depend on what situation you were in. If you could control it, couldn't you dream being 
able to do all the things you want that you can't in reality if the setting made it possible?" proposed Graeme. 


"You could make your real dreams come true in the dream world for a few hours." 


"I have no idea," ceded Justin. "I'm to hazy to think that one through at the moment. If it happens, | guess we'll 
find out then, won't we?" 


"| suppose so." Graeme lay quiet in the darkness after that, letting sleep take him away. Justin's lack of 


response told him the guitarist was on his way to the same outcome. 

A few minutes of silence passed through the bus. 

"Are the others out?" asked Ray, looking away from the window for a second, 

There was no sound from the direction if the bunks. 

"So it seems," said Mike with a smirk in his voice before meeting Ray with an identical smile. 

Ray and Mike were mutual best friends in the band, just as Justin and John were. It was rare for Ray and 
Mike to be the last two up on the bus -that award almost always went to Graeme, who as the most 
humorous and wild one got along and was friendly with everyone. And nights up late with Graeme were some 
of the most fun nights on the road. 

But Mike and Ray had an incredibly tight bond. They were the same age, Mike being only a mere two days 
older than Ray. There was something about how they wrote together on songs which Ray played flute that set 
them apart from the others. Guitar, bass, and drums were common in just about any rock band on the scene. 
A mellotron, though it had caught on in a few places, was more elusive. Flute, even more so. The two together 


were the ones who set The Moodies apart and gave them their classic influence and mystic sound. 


Nights when the two got to be up together alone were Mike's favorites. They got to be in their own space 
with their own side of the music and its creative flow. Or, with their own thoughts to ponder together. 


"Interesting what they were going on about in there," said Ray. 

"Hmmm?" Mike was staring out into the world through the window again. They'd moved out of the city area 
they'd been in, and now he could see the stars shimmering with bright flashes and swirls on their own in the 
sky. 

"About dreaming lucidly," clarified Ray. 


"Well, have you ever dreamed lucidly, Ray?" 


"No, mate. Well, | have, briefly, but it was always right before | woke up like Justin described. Interesting point 


Graeme had there. If we go to sleep with it in our systems, would we dream lucidly.. maybe we'll find out." 


"Perhaps so. It is late, so | imagine we'll be going to bed long before the effects wear off" Mike continued to 


stare into space, feeling carried off in the universe. 


"I take it you never have either," murmured Ray, looking out into the sky as Mike did, sitting shoulder to 
shoulder with him as they leaned against the window. 


"Tell me, Mike: If you could dream lucidly -deep enough so you could do whatever you wanted in your control 


of it -what would you want to make happen?" 


There was a bit of silence, the white noise of the road rushing in the air around them with almost the 


sensation of a gentle breeze, before Mike responded. 
"Well, mate, you know what? I'd want to have more nights like these. Where it's just the two of us up here and 
all the others in bed, except you with your flute and myself with my portable mellotron. Just fooling around 


jamming and seeing what we could come up with. Composing with any ideas we came up with." 


‘Certainly doesn't sound bad to me, if | could just get one of mine to hit," sighed Ray. "Seems | can't do it 
right." 


"Ray, mate, would you quit coming down on yourself now?" scolded Mike. "Even if the song isn't one you did 
lyrically, your contributions can be what make a song Justin or John wrote hit. Did you not think that your 
flute solo on Nights in White Satin had anything to do with it?" 

I'd say your mellotron had more to it, especially since you were working alongside Justin" 

"Psssh!" Mike shook his head and playfully nudged Ray on the shoulder with his elbow. "You heard Justin and | 
both agree that the flute solo put more life into it! One day you'll manage to get that magic into one of the 
songs you write the lyrics for too." 


"Then maybe you would help me out?" Ray looked up with a mock evil grin 


"And whatever would be the purpose of us sitting up together and jamming and writing together? Of course, 
you bloody-" 


Ray burst out laughing, knowing he'd managed to push Mike's buttons enough to get him wound up, which was 
a rare thing for anyone to do to the relatively level-headed keyboardist. 


Mike groaned. 
"Stop it! Oh, you be quiet -you're going to wake the others up!" 


With a deep sigh of satisfaction, Ray rested his chin back down on the window pane and looked out to the night 
sky again. 


‘Its as if we're floating, Mike. Doesn't it feel like that, looking up there? Could you imagine if we could go 


floating up in the sky like that with all those stars and not have the ground under us? Literally, just up there, 


gliding, no worries and being able to hang out and do whatever we pleased?" 


"Write that down, mate," Mike ordered, getting serious. "You might be able to write about that someday with 
that much thought already." 


Mike watched as Ray got up unsteadily, and struggled to write the idea down on a notepad, his pen drifting 
with the hallucinating flashes around him. 


"Ray, | might wonder if you've overdone it yourself. You may not be sick like John, but you can't control your 


writing," warned Mike. 


| don't think I've tried to write before while experimenting," realized Ray aloud, looking up at the ceiling. "Oh 


well, Lodgey should recover and be right again in the morning." 
"Are you ever going to give that poor bloke a more grown-up nickname?” joked Mike. 
"Ah, yes, | think the nickname ‘Rocker’ would suit him perfectly with how he gets going and rocking the bass on 


his hips with the rhythm. But | swear he still has a touch of the kid in his appearance from our days in El- 
Riot." 


"You're going to make him wait to outgrow it. For shame, Ray; that's not nice" Mike pretended to scold Ray, 
wagging his finger, which got the flautist laughing again. 


"Perhaps we ought to give up writing tonight if we can't get it together and just go to sleep then? You can at 
least test your hypothesis on lucid dreaming," suggested Mike, motioning to the bunks. 


"Alright, then mate. Let's try that" Ray walked forward into the bunk compartment and climbed into his bunk 
below Justin's. A moment later, Mike climbed into his underneath John's. With the two facing each other from 
the walls, propped up on their pillows, they could see each other over the footboard" 

"You know what else would be fun, Mike?" he whispered in the dark. 


"Yes?" asked Mike. 


"If we could end up on an adventure in some other world.. Can you imagine in a place -| don't know. Somewhere 


full of ideas, | would hope. Maybe we could even meet some of our heroes that inspire us-" 


"Perhaps. Go to sleep, Ray. Maybe you'll dream it -if you quit stalling going to sleep, that is. Goodnight” Mike 
slid down on his pillow to lay flat. 


"Nighty-night," Ray chuckled, before lying down for himself. 


Rather than fading into darkness with sleep, it was fading into swirls of light and wonderful color. Unbeknownst 
to each other and their bandmates, both Ray and Mike drifted off to sleep carried on the current of lights 


and stars with soft smiles curling their lips. 


It felt almost as if they were being carried into some other world.. 


[TBC] 


Lost 


Author's Notes: 
Not much to say here, just an eerie setting. Mike being the resourceful one as always and trying to keep the 


chaos under control -we'll see if he continues to succeed in that, or if Ray gets an answer to his question 


Some odd hours later, Ray awoke with a start. 


He was in his bunk, but oddly, why did he feel that his head was lower than his feet? And why did his head 


and neck ache like there was a hard pressure on him? 


Opening his eyes, he noticed that his head was indeed lower than his feet. His bunk was tilted. Upright -the 
surface still faced upwards, but it was as though the support beam at the head of his bunk had collapsed. He 
had slid toward the headboard, and the top of his head was pushing painfully into it. 


"Ooooh," he moaned with a combination of pain and the extra effort of sitting up from his position 


That was when he realized something was off. If the bunk had collapsed, then either the head of his bed would 
have been well below Justin's if Justin's upper bunk had stayed in place, or he'd have Justin's bunk crushing 
him in his own if it had come down too. It certainly wasn't the latter if he was alive and could sit up. Justin's 
bunk seemed parallel to his from what he could see in the dark, and when he reached up for the bag hanging 
underneath which he secured and stored his flashlight in, he didn't sense it to be any further a reach than 


normal, so it didn't seem to be the former either. 
Wait a minute.. We're not moving 


Switching his flashlight on, Ray flipped back the covers and found the bus to be unusually cold, as if the 
heating unit had gone out. Then he heard noises. Whispers of wind and a light tinkling from the front that only 


came from broken window glass. That gave him suspicion 
Oh no. Bloody hell, no. Please, no.. 


Setting a foot down out on the floor into the aisle confirmed Ray's worst fear. The bus had crashed. It was 
upright, though the front had gone down into something deeper than the road it had been on. The crash may 
have lightened his sleep, albeit he figured it had to have been a while for the bus to grow cold -unless the 
wind was going in the shattered windshield just that fast. 


He took two steps back, and was beside Mike's bunk. 


Ray reached out and tapped Mike on the arm gently. 


"Mike," he whispered, first quietly, then urgently. "Mikel" 

Mike's eyelids slowly crawled back. He drew in a deep, noisy inhale through his nose, stretching and moaning. 
"Oh, Ray, it's in the middle of the right. What is it-?" 

Mike realized something was off as soon as he slipped the question out. 

"Why are my feet pushing into my footboard and | feel like I'm slid- Oh, shit! 

He sat up fast and conked his head underneath John's bunk. 

"Ah! Bollocks!" he hissed. 

"Sorry, Mike." Ray winced. "I don't know when it happened, but | woke up and-" 


"Ray? Mike? What's happening?" came John's voice from up above. Between the noise and Mike hitting his head, 


he'd been woken up. "Are -are we crashed? 


"Stay calm, John. Yes, we are crashed. Just woke up to it," said Ray gently, trying to discourage the more 
energetic bassist from winding himself up. "Stay put up there, John First | want to get Graeme -well, Mike's 
already.. Everything's tilted, so let me help you down. Last we need is for you to lose your balance and fall so 


you get hurt." 


Mike was across the aisle, reaching up to the upper bunk on that side, slapping Graeme firmly on the arm 
while turning his flashlight in Graeme's face. Graeme had a tendency to sleep very deeply, and waking him up 


could be a challenge of a task. 

John carefully climbed down his sideways tilted ladder while Ray steadied him, before grabbing his own 
flashlight from his bunk and running up the sloping aisle to the back of the bus, assessing the damage in a 
combination of horror and curiosity. 

"Graeme!" shouted Mike forcefully, not even bothering to be quiet, now pinching the drummer's arm. There 
was no hope of getting Graeme up with a whisper, and they'd have to wake Justin up anyway. He pinched 


harder, rolling his knuckles in so that the edges of his fingernails dug into Graeme's arm. 


"Ouch!" cried Graeme, waking up to the same stiff neck and aching head that Ray had, in addition to a heavy- 
duty pinch from Mike and a blinding light. He set the keyboardist with a bewildered indignant look. 


"Would you get your torch out of my face, you bloody git?" 


Mike put his light down. "Look around, and | think you'll come to find why | saw fit for it" 


"What on earth is going on for all this racket? -oh, you all have got to be bloody kidding me!" Justin moaned, 


waking up on his own and only taking a few seconds to figure out the problem. 
Graeme, now also coming to his senses, stared silently in disbelief. 

Mike turned around and went down the slope to the front of the bus to investigate. 
"I'll be back in a second. | want to see how bad it is." 


"Do you think | should want to make this up, mate? Trust me, I'd rather it be that way, but its real," 
confirmed Ray. "Let me help-" 


Before Ray could finish his offer, Justin hopped down onto his bunk ladder anyway, skipping a couple of rungs 
as he went down facing forward. He managed quite well, until he put his foot down blindly in the dark and got a 
surprise that the others hadn't yet found. 


"Ouch, damn it!" shouted Justin quite emphatically as he landed his foot on Ray's flute, which had gone sliding 
down the path of the bus. The metal valves didn't cut Justin, but still pushed into the sole of his foot in a way 
that wasn't the slightest bit pleasant before he could jerk his foot up into the air. 


Ray snatched up his flute from the floor as soon as Justin was off of it before anyone else could suffer the 


same fate. 


‘Sorry, mate, | had it on the table past the doorway -it must have gone flying whenever.. actually, how is the 
bus like this? What exactly happened?" 


"We're crashed down in a ditch off the road," answered Mike, coming back from the front. "And | don't see 
where our driver is. Justin, get your light from your bunk before you step on anything else scattered about, 
and Graeme, take yours from your bunk too. And all of you keep your lights with you. We have no idea what's 
been knocked about, there's stuff all over the floor, we have to find where our belongings are, and it's 


dangerous enough without being blind." 

Just then, John came back from the rear of the bus with a woebegone expression 

"What is it?" asked Graeme, climbing down from his bunk with Ray's help. "Still feeling a bit off, John?" 
"Well," said John, biting his lip. He was no longer too dizzy to function, but his head still ached dully above his 
eyes and his stomach was still queasy. "That to a point. But that's not-" He trailed off and his mouth turned 


down slightly into a pout. 


"My bass got damaged." 


"Bring it up here. Let me see it," ordered Justin through gritted teeth sitting down on the edge of Ray's bunk 
-the one under his own, and rubbing his foot: 


John turned around to go after his bass, visibly dodging stray items scattered about the floor. 
"Are you okay, Justin?" asked Ray. 


Justin looked up under his bangs, and if it weren't for the knowledge that he was in pain, Ray would have 


erceived venomous anger in JusTiN's Voice. 
p d g Justi 
"lll be okay." 


"Sorry," Ray repeated. "And on a side note, let's not rush around in the dark, or rush around on here at all for 


that matter before anyone else gets hurt on surprise." 


John came back with his bass. The neck of it was snapped off from the body, the strings slack and loose as he 
tried to hold the separated body and neck supported together. It was indeed a sad, sorry sight. 


"Well, she is broken, mate. I'm sorry, John" Ray looked downcast upon the bass. 


"It might be repairable," suggested Justin, taking a closer look. "John, see if you can find something to wrap 


around and stabilize that, tuck it in the bag, and carry it with us." 


John cautiously reached up to his bunk, only using the first rung of the ladder to reach into it. He pulled down 
his bag, and finding an old t-shirt inside that he usually wore for pajamas when it was warmer, wrapped it 
around the neck of the bass and tied off the sleeves around it. 


Justin limped off to the back of the bus, now aided with his light to protect him from further injury, and 
found John's padded bag for his bass. He grabbed it, then went for his acoustic guitar in its own case. He lay it 
in the couch, and opening it up, his eyes wide with anticipation, he sighed heavily with relief and put his hand 
over his heart when he found it unscathed. This, before hanging the case over his shoulder by the strap, and 
going up front and handing John his instrument bag. 


"If we end up leaving the bus, carry it on your back, John. | wouldn't leave our instruments we keep on the 


bus here, wherever we end up going," he instructed. 

"How's Mike going to carry his mellotron?" asked John, still looking and sounding gutted. 

Justin shrugged. "Knowing Mike, he'll figure out something." 

"Is my single-sided portable mellotron | keep on the bus, so she's only one sided and not on a stand. Still going 


to be heavy to carry, but." Mike sat on the floor with a spare blanket and a plastic tarp from the supply 
closet in the back of the bus. "If | can get her in a makeshift bag and figure out how to strap it around 


myself, I'll make do." 


Ray, having changed out of his pajamas and into his day clothes, slid his flute into its pouch that conveniently 
could hook onto his belt loop. 


"John, Justin, Graeme -get dressed," ordered Mike. "Chances are, whatever we end up doing, we're going to end 
up calling for help, and we're probably not going to be leaving on this bus by the state of it, so we might have 
to leave it behind. Get all your clothing and personal belongings on the bus packed in your bags too. And it is 


rather misty and wet -| can hardly see anything aside from the bus -so make sure you've got weather gear." 


"We might want to dress in layers too," suggested Justin. "That way if the temperature changes significantly, 
we can deal with it" 


"That too," agreed Mike, holding up a finger to emphasize it. "We don't know where we might end up going from 
here and what we're going to run into until we get home. Pack your stuff, and we should look around and see if 
there's anything else on this bus we should pack too." 


If we end up leaving, let's take the first aid kit, just to be safe. If nothing else, it has stuff in there that 


might help if John starts feeling worse again," suggested Graeme. 

"Ray, go pack that with all your items now," ordered Mike firmly, agreeing with Graeme indirectly. "We 
definitely should have that with us no matter where we end up going, and we don't want to forget and leave it 
behind if we end up leaving the bus behind. I'll get dressed and search through the back storage cabinet here 
in a moment. | couldn't find our driver outside of the bus or up front, but | want another set of eyes after 


mine. Especially since he could have been walking around trying to find help. John, could you go look for him?" 


John peered out from where he sat on the edge of Ray's bunk, pulling on a pair of jeans and shoving his feet 


down into his shoes. 
“Sure thing, Mike," he answered. "Just as soon as I'm dressed." 


"Take your time, mate; no need to rush since we're stuck -as long as you get to it soon” Mike went off to the 


back of the bus. 


Ray began sorting through his items in his bag and tucking his belongings in neatly as possible so that he had 
extra room to place the first aid kit and a few other things he might have decided to pack. 


"Why must it always be something” asked Justin in a groan 
"That's just the way the world turns, mate," sighed Ray. 


"And so nobody can get an answer to that question" Having finished getting dressed, Justin refolded the rest 
of his clothes neatly in his bag, retrieved his toiletries from the lavatory and packed them up, along with his 


towel and a throw blanket. His features were shadowed over with a morose expression. 


Taking Justin's example, Ray also packed his personal throw blanket from his bunk, watching as John went to 


get off the bus. 
"Goodness, gracious, the fog out there's so thick it's hard to see," he remarked. 


"Lodgey, make sure you don't go any further than from where you can see the bus until you have someone 


else out there with you," Ray warned. "You don't want to get lost on your own" 
"Then | should just look around the outside of the bus next to it?" 
"Yes," answered Ray. 


"Mike says the bus front is down in the ditch -call for him too to see if he didn't fall or go down there,” added 


Justin. 


John climbed off the bus. From inside, Graeme, Ray, and Justin could faintly hear him calling for the driver as 


he circled the bus. 
Mike came out from the back of the bus. 


"Justin, if you and John don't mind, | might use your spare guitar straps to get my mellotron secured in 
meself" 


"That's fine," said Justin bluntly. "Did you find other stuff back there?" 


"Yes, and | have it laid out on the lounge floor in stacks to decide what we'll need depending on what we end up 
doing. | think we need to all go outside and decide what's the best course of action before we decide how much 
of it we'll need Depends on if we're getting picked up, how far it is to town, and if we can find our driver." 
Mike looked at Justin more critically. “Take your guitar with you when we leave from here, but while we're 


searching outside, leave it on the bus -it's safer." 
"Is there anything else we need to do before that?" asked Graeme. 
Mike stopped short for a second, finger on his chin in thought. A second later, he shook his head. 


"Not that | can think of until we figure this out further. One second..” Mike ran back into the lounge and came 


out with two emergency lanterns from the storage. 


"These are heavier than the flashlights and obnoxious to carry, so we might not take them both, but while 
we're outside sorting ourselves out, they are brighter than the flashlights. Perhaps they'lt be useful" 


He kept one for himself, handing the other to Justin, who stood back up from taking his guitar off and tucking 


it inside the spare lower bunk out of harm's way. 
"Outside?" asked Justin. 
"Outside," repeated Mike. "And John's already outside?" 


Ray nodded an affirmative to Mike. With that, they filed off the bus, finding John circling the bus for a fourth 
time, squatting down and checking underneath the bus with his flashlight too. 


Justin circled the bus for himself, gesturing incredulously to the bus with his hands out to his sides. 

"We're completely on grass, and | can't even see or hear the road behind us. And this ditch in front of us - 
how in the world did we get so far off the road to be completely away from it and not stop before landing in 
a ditch?" 


Graeme shook his head in the direction of Justin. 


"| dunno, mate. Maybe our driver fell asleep -wherever the hell he is -or the bus controls went off their 


trolley.. No idea how. Strange." 


John climbed up from the ground and stood a couple of paces behind Justin. The five stood together alongside 
the left side of the bus, staring out into the fog in silence, the confusion as thick as the mist in the air. 


“Alright, now here's the real question," spoke Ray inquisitively. "Where are we, and how do we get ourselves out 
of here?" 


Departure 
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the Lost Chord album. Now the journey's beginning, so strap yourselves in and here we go! 


Let's start with looking for our driver," suggested Graeme in response to the burning question Ray had set 


upon them. 

Justin turned to John. 

"John, you came out here to look for the driver. Have you seen him anywhere?" he asked. 

"No. | don't know where he is. | called for him down the ravine -" 

"Yes, we heard you calling for him. Did you get a response?" 

"No, | haven't heard any sounds suggesting him. I've looked all the way around the bus and under it, | looked 
through the inside of the bus before going out.. He might be down in the ditch, but | can't see how deep it is 
or hear anything to suggest he's there, and it's not safe to go down a drop we don't know the depth of. But | 
don't think he's down there, and | can't get any sign of him anywhere else. | don't know why -it's almost as if 
he's disappeared." 

"Don't be silly, the driver's got to be somewhere," retorted Justin 

"I cant find him!" exclaimed John frantically. Tears began welling up in the corners of his eyes to reflect his 
anxiety. Between the unexpected crash and the travel plan being derailed, a broken bass, the eeriness of how 
their driver could have disappeared in the middle of nowhere, and still feeling sick, he was hitting his mental 
limit and his emotions were beginning to twist out of control. 

"Well go look again, or look somewhere else, because he certainly didn’t disappear. You must have missed him!" 


John gulped. "I've looked all around and inside the bus. He's not there!" 


Justin fixed John with one of his best squirrelly glares and sighed forcefully, which resulted in the bassist 
lowering his head, intimidated. 


Justin started to turn toward the bus, grumbling. 
“Alright then -HI look." 


"Justin, | have been around the entire inside of the bus, and | haven't seen him anywhere. He's not inside, 


wherever he is," said Mike softly. 
"| can't find him either." Graeme came back around from circling and looking under the bus as John had. 


"So we're stuck here with no way home." John's voice sounded stoic, but his appearance gave him away. He bit 
his lower lip, not before it visibly trembled for the others to see in addition to the tears in his eyes. 


“Alright, now let's all calm down," ordered Mike. "Justin, please don't jump all over John. Its not his fault we 
can't find our driver, and arguing about it isn't getting us anywhere. And John, don't get started with that 
sniveling, because it's not going to help us get anywhere either. You're already not feeling well, and you're only 


going to get yourself sick again working yourself up like that. Settle down" 
John nodded, wiping his eyes and breathing deeply as he tried to calm himself down. 
Ray sighed. 


"You know, even if we can find our driver, how does that really help? Look at the bus! Getting it up would be a 
miracle in itself, but we know for certain it's not in driving order. The axel is without a doubt snapped, and l'm 
sure plenty of other important things are broken to. | mean, yes, he's important, damn it! I'd feel bloody awful 
to leave him here if he is around, but its not like we could get out of here just by finding him." 


"We need to get help from an outside source," said Mike. "Or, if we can't, find ourselves a way out of here in 
our own should it come to that. Hang in there a second; I'll be back" He climbed back up through the bus and 
rooted through the piles of the items he'd pulled from the storage compartment of the back. 


"Here," Mike instructed as he emerged a moment later, holding out a set of binoculars. "Justin, you take these. 
The fog is thick, but if you can see signs of anything out there, especially lights that could be on vehicles, do 


make note of it." 
Justin took the binoculars from Mike, and then Mike held out a flare stick 


"Graeme, you light this and see if you can attract anyone helpful to us. John, take one of the larger flashlights 
in the driver's compartment, or my lantern -whichever works best, and see if you find any potential pathways 
out of here. Or perhaps if you find our driver walking around. Stay where you can see our lights here though 


-don't go too far. The last we need is for you to go and get yourself lost from us too." 


"Good idea, Mike," said Ray. The tasks were welcome distractions to settle chaos and panic into something more 


orderly. "And Graeme, stay behind Justin wherever he's looking, or the flare will interfere with what he can 


see. 
"Will do." Graeme lit the flare and stayed behind Justin, who was now focusing on searching. 


"Keep your lantern, Mike. | want to be able to see it from where | am, because its brighter for me to get 
back to." John went and retrieved the heavy-duty flashlight from the driver's compartment. It had a strap for 
him to loop over his shoulder, was large enough that it took both arms to hold the light at the desired angle, 
and had to have weighed at least a stone, but having Mike's lantern behind him to see in the dark felt more 
comforting than lighting his own path. 


Taking a look backwards for Mike's lantern and Graeme's flare every few paces, John continued off from the 
others, his irregular, panicked gasping settling into shorter and slower light panting. The adrenaline was still 


there, but channeled away from his fear. 
Why was the fog so thick though? 


He knew why the fog was gathered thick; it was an open field with hills that the mist gathered into. As the 
ground sloped downward on a hill away from the bus, John found the fog getting even thicker as he descended 
the hillside. The fog was eerie looking though, in a way that wasn't normal. John wasn't quite sure what it was 
about it. Perhaps it was the acid still affecting him, but for something so that blocked his vision, ironically, the 
fog was clear in the light too. It was as though he could see the individual water droplets and mist particles 
hanging in the air, a rainbow spectrum in each, yet forming a white sheet which he could barely see shadows 
of anything behind. As if it was catching the light and shining it back at him. He doubted he could have seen his 
hand stretched at an arms length in front of him if he could have let go of the light. 


Getting an idea, he tried turning his light off in hopes that not having the reflection on the mist made the 
visibility better. He quickly found it didn't make it much better. Instead, now the darkness was so consuming 
that he couldn't see anything at all aside from the shadows of his own body. A chill traced John's spine 
upwards with a light contraction of his shoulders and his stomach dropped. He was already losing sense of his 


surroundings, until.. 


"JOHN, NOT FAR!" roared a voice, shattering the eerie quiet with something more gut-dropping. It was low 
enough to instantly be recognizable as Ray. 


If you turned your light off, turn it back on right this instant!" Justin ordered. 


"And if it's burnt out, don’t move. Stay where you are and holler for us to come to you -it's not safe to walk 


where you can't see," added Mike. 
Shakily, John turned his light back on. 


"Don't you dare turn it off again!" Justin's voice held fearful anger. 


"The fog's so thick | can't see a thing!" replied John "It's just reflecting the light, and the dark is too much to 
see through too. | swear the fog gets worse the further out | go." 


"Then come back up here," said Justin. "| guess we're stuck here until it turns lighter out and easier to see, 
because | can't see a bloody thing with these either, and if it's only worse downhill." He trailed off, pulling his 
binoculars down from his face looking defeated. Imprinted rings surrounded his eyes with heavy shadows. 
"Any sign of the driver?" asked Graeme. 

"Not that | can see out there," said John, climbing back up the hill to where the bus was. 

"So now we wait?" asked Ray. 

Mike nodded. 

"Now we wait. Graeme, keep the flare up until it goes out. l'm going to stay out here with you and Justin. Ray, 
| want you and John to go inside and see if you find anything useful in the storage area, okay? We may be 
going on a bit of an adventure to get ourselves out of here if we're not found by anyone soon enough, so 
anything that could potentially be useful that's not too heavy or awkward to carry, you two find a way to 


pack it." 


John looked alarmed. Justin also perked up at this, sitting up jet straight from where he had settled on the 


ground. 

"We still are bringing our instruments, right?" Justin asked. 

Mike nodded. "Yes. That will be the only exception to that." 

Justin sighed and slumped back over. Also relieved, John followed Ray back onto the bus. 
"Alright" Mike sat down beside Justin. "You have any ideas yourself for this?" 


‘Other than waiting for daylight, no. And even still, we're in an open field of sorts -fuck it, Mike, itll take ages 


to clear." 


"Then that's it. No more going on about what to do now when we can't do any more. Let's not use our energy 


getting up in a twist over it" 


Mike closed his eyes and took a deep, calming breath for himself. He felt his heart rate was elevated, which 
could have been the acid in his system, but it was too hard to tell with everything around them. Aside from 
that, he still felt relatively calm, as if the ideas of organizing everything and preparing to leave had just come 


insti nctively. 


He couldn't even tell if this was his actual reaction, or if the reality of the bus crash hadn't set in yet for 
him -in which case there was a chance he would panic later. To which he tried to remind himself to stay calm 


no matter what. 


Mike could tell quite well that the two youngest were definitely aware, and the shock and reality had hit them. 
It was easier to see in John with his innocent facade that let every bit of fear and panic show through 
unadulterated. But Mike could tell that Justin was just as, if not more panicked than John. The guitarist had a 
way of becoming restless and snippy when he was overwhelmed and couldn't figure out how to react to a 
disturbing and chaotic scenario, or make order of it. He was known between them as the most temperamental 


member of the band. 


Ray seemed to be holding up well, Mike thought. Ray at least was baffled or frustrated to a point judging by 
his question of how to leave, and his remark about there being no help in finding the driver. There was 
undeniable sad truth to that. Mike still couldn't quite tell whether it had truly sunk in yet for Ray, and he 
reminded himself to watch out for his best mate. Graeme too. The good thing with Graeme was that he was 
approachable and never fearful to speak his mind They would know from Graeme before it got out of hand if 
he was struggling, and they'd be able to help him. 


He watched Graeme wave the flare, keeping his focus on the back of Graeme's head and watching the light in 
his peripheral vision. It was as if the lights movement was delayed, leaving a trail of light behind it as the 
flare waved back and forth. Almost like a shooting star dancing back and forth. 


"Don't stare too long or directly at it, because it's bright, but watch the flare, Justin,’ Mike whispered. 
Any possible distraction, Mike figured, was helpful. 
"What?" asked Justin "Is that really a safe to do?" 


"Don't look at it directly. Do what I'm doing -focus on Graeme's shoulders, and watch the light in your side 


vision." 


Justin looked confused, squinting as if he were struggling to follow Mike's orders, but continued trying. After 
about five minutes, Mike could see the tension in his shoulder muscles starting to reduce. A few more, and 
the guitarist leaned back, placing his arms out behind him with his hands on the ground, propping into a relaxed 


tripod. 


The time stretched out to half an hour of waiting. John and Ray climbed off the bus, determining they had 
considered everything there was that was possible to bring. Mike gave a final assessment, as well as his 


agreement, before helping carry five stuffed luggage bags off the bus. 


By now, Graeme's flare was out, but there was a hint of light on the horizon beyond the fog. 


"Mike, | can carry extra items, since | don't have an instrument to carry along," Graeme volunteered. 


Mike nodded a silent thanks. It was going to be a long, uncomfortable time, however long it would take to get 


somewhere recognizable with the weight of a mellotron on his back. 
"| suppose | can also take extra items. A flute's not much to carry," added Ray. 


"Then that's settled," Graeme declared. "It's beginning to get light out -let's turn the lights out and see what 


we can see now." 


The fog still hung thick, but as natural light burned some of it off, shapes began to emerge until the landscape 
lay itself out before them. 


"| don't believe we're anywhere near a road,’ whispered Justin, running out behind the bus to try and see 
where it would have come from off the road. There were no tire tracks in the moist, earthy surface covered 
in lengthy meadow grasses leading back to where they might have lost control and rolled off the road. The 


grass seemed to go on forever behind them into more fog and mist. 
"How did we get here?" asked John incredulously. 


"I think that's more of something to ponder after we figure out how to get out of here,” said Justin, walking 
back around to the front of the bus. John followed him hastily. 


In front of the bus was the slope which they were collapsed upon. The bus was stopped just inches in front of 
a huge oak tree by its roots. Lots of other trees lined the ditch, which looking down in the daylight, it became 


apparent to Ray that it was a ravine housing a stream. 
"Some waterway. Mike, did you know if we were going to be in some town with a major waterway?" 


"Not to my knowledge; its probably something small and not as highly mentioned. Certainly nothing famous like 
the Thames. And then | suppose it doesn't help us much that we aren't sure what county were we in when we 
did crash." Mike hoisted his mellotron onto his back by the spare guitar straps he'd managed to get looped 
around its makeshift bag, stood up with help from Graeme, and walked along the meadow by the drop off, 
trying to see where it led. 


"Let's get all our belongings and follow it," suggested Mike. "Its land-marker. If it leads anywhere, we keep 


following it. If we dead-end, we can at least follow it back" 
"Which direction do we follow it in?" asked Ray. 


All five looked to the left of the front of the bus. The fog seemed thicker, heavier, and it was impossible to 
see anything beyond a point. Looking to the right, they saw the line of trees continuing, and shapes through the 
fog of a forest land up ahead. The ravine at least appeared to thicken too. 


"They say water flows stronger where it reaches its output body. Towns are often around those for its 
supply," suggested John. 


"It does make sense to at least first try the direction which we can see where we're going," agreed Justin 
Graeme looked at Ray and Mike. 


“Alright, Mike, you're the mystic, and Ray's most like you. What are you two thinking about from the 


surroundings?" 

Mike closed his eyes, trying to immerse himself as he always did. 

"Be absolutely silent," whispered Ray. 

There was a soft rustling whisper of the grasses, almost a natural singing. The wind swept against them, 
provoking a pleased sigh from Justin and a light shiver from John. Watching carefully, Graeme could see the 
light breeze was in the direction of the forest. By now the sun had risen above the horizon, and the light 
shined, glinting off the grasses and remaining mist. 

"The forest?" asked Graeme. 

Mike nodded. 

| would believe so, following what Mike would take from the world around us." 

Just as they all turned to look down towards the forest once more, a swarm of birds burst forward out of 
the clump of trees along the ravine where it met the wall of the forest. They seemed to fly upward, 
disappearing into where the sun reflected off the remaining mist and blocked out the sight. 


Justin turned back to look behind them. Still dreary grey shadows dissolving into the hanging mist. 


"Well, we can either go where we see signs of something, or where there's nothing at all. Perhaps those are 
signs of danger with the birds, but | would rather go where there's evidence of life." 


John held up a finger to second what Justin had said. 


"Then that's where we go," said Mike. He poked Graeme, who was frozen, head tipped back to the sky where 
the birds had flown up. 


"Stop staring up in the light, mate, you're going to blind yourself of you keep on" 


Ray chuckled as Graeme snapped out of it sheepishly. 


"Does everyone have everything packed you are responsible for carrying?" asked Mike. 

Justin showed his duffle bag hung from his shoulder and his guitar on his back. John wore his duffle bag like a 
messenger bag, over his shoulders and across his front to rest on his hip, his bass still on his back as usual. 
Graeme carried a backpack they'd stuffed with extra gear, as well as his suitcase. Ray also had a backpack, 
and carried a duffle bag on his shoulder with it. Mike struggled along, adjusting his duffle bag to hang around 


his shoulders as John had and rest along his front to counter-balance the weight of the mellotron on his back. 
"Looks like we've got everything," confirmed Ray. 

"Alright then," said Mike. He pointed toward the forest. 

"That way," enunciated Graeme. 

| guess we're going on an adventure, good or bad," remarked Justin to John, motioning him alongside him. 


"Oh, we are, mate," said Graeme. "And we're departing right now." 


Ride my See-Saw -to where? 
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"And there's another one. Isn't this interesting?" 

Ray regarded the ground with total fascination. About a mile into the path they'd taken, they'd noticed every 
few feet there would be a tree with an arrow carved into it, pointing to keep going straight along the path -as 
if somebody had been there before them. 


"Just another indication we should keep following," said Mike. "Obviously it goes somewhere of note for it to be 
this marked up. And there's one in the ground too." 


'Itd be a pity if it was luring us into a trap instead. For how long do you think we've been going on this path?" 
asked Justin. They'd been following the trail alongside the river for quite some time. 


"Why, who's counting, mate? We're in the wilderness; don't expect to get anywhere on time. We have no sense 


of time aside from where the sun is in the sky. We've been going as long as the distance we've covered." 
"That's about right, though | don't believe that was the answer he was looking for, Mike," snorted Graeme. 
Justin shot one of his signature impatient looks at Graeme. 


"| don't think we could have been on the trail longer than two hours," suggested Ray. "We still have yet to hit 


high noon, and we had to wait until the sun was well up for us to see through the fog to leave." 
"Does it matter how long we end up in travel as long as we make it back safely?" asked John 
Mike held up a finger. 

"Ah, now you've got it, mate," he said proudly. "Are you feeling better, John?" 

John puzzled as he walked along. 


"| feel a bit off, | should say, though the dizziness is actually better when I'm moving. | can't tell if it's the 


distraction itself, or if I'm moving along with it and not feeling the spinning as | would sitting still." 


"Well | suppose we'd best keep moving as long as we can -the faster the better," concluded Ray. "Unless we'd 
like to figure out the answer to that -which might not be worth it if anyone is to feel ill again" 


"The only reason I'd test it was if we found some vehicle to ride in that would get us along the way even 
faster than by foot," said John. "That way there'd be gain from it even if | did" He tread carefully as the 
riverbank sloped downward, putting everyone's feet off balance. 

"Oh look, more arrows in the ground," John murmured. The ground was becoming less grassy, and more muddy. 
The dirt had more sand mixed into it, and the river had widened out, flowing slower and less rocky. The water 
looked clearer and deeper than the rapids they'd walked past earlier. 

Then, as the bank nearly leveled out with the river at a point, Graeme spoke up. 

"Speaking of some vehicle." 

There was a low-lying dock, and at the end of the dock was a rather large canoe tied to it. 

"You don't say, mate?" asked Ray. 

"What?" asked Justin, just then noticing the canoe. "No, you bunch are joking. We are not getting into that -by 
golly, no! We have no idea what's up ahead. We have instruments -how the in the bloody hell would we even 


fit? And then they could get wet. No!" 


"Nobody said we were getting into it Justin, so don't get your knickers up in a twist. But stay open to the idea 
too -because if it looks like a good option, we might just think about it," warned Mike. 


John perked up. "Well, that certainly is a way out of here that's faster. It allows us to take turns resting, and 
we all get off our feet.” Struggling with the weight of his duffle bag against his knees and his bass knocking 
against his back, John ran up on the dock to investigate, eyes aglow with curiosity, a light grin beginning to 
dimple his cheeks. 

Ray looked ahead wearily. 


"John, please don't run on that dock -if its slippery and you fall in-" 


John stopped short, looking down at the dock, then back at his bandmates as if he'd just seen something 


shocking or discovered something incredible. 
"You all have got to come and see this!" he exclaimed, cutting Ray off. 


"What is it?" asked Graeme. 


"The arrows!" cried John. "Come quick!" 


"Let me see." Justin sprinted forward along the trail, slowing down getting onto the dock, which was quite 


slippery from the last storm-driven high tide. 


Upon his examination, the last arrow from the path turned to point down the dock. Another arrow was carved 
into the wood of the dock, pointing downstream. The canoe paddles were placed along the dock, the paddle ends 


pointing downstream too. 


"IFs like somebody left this here telling us to go this way!" Despite still appearing pale and dizzy, John’s burst 


of enthusiasm seemed to carry him as though he were in perfectly normal condition. 
"Be forewarned that we still don't know where exactly these arrows are actually directing us," warned Justin 


"Do you see any other fast path out of here?" demanded Graeme as he caught up with Mike and Ray. "I think 
the only other option is to walk. And for all we know, the land up ahead may become more difficult to walk. We 
don't know what it's like up ahead either." 


Justin sighed. "Well, that is true. | didn't think so much about that part. But with land, you can turn around and 
walk back -you can't just do that along a waterway. And if the bank gets steep again, we might not just be 
able to pull aside and get out. Its a gamble if we go by water." 


"It is a gamble, but we also gamble time and energy if we have to turn around after walking for miles," Mike 


reminded. "We pick our poison, it seems." 


"Well, this is something interesting, gamble or not," declared Ray. "Lets try it. For goodness sake, we have all 
these markings somebody left here as if to say that this is the correct way. Notice how the river looks too 
compared to earlier. It's wider and slower. There were rapids and small falls behind us. Usually a river is more 
open and gentle towards its basin, and the wider ends of rivers are where town is more likely to be. And 
looking at the canoe, it is plenty big for us to get our instruments into. We just need to be careful with the 


paddles so we don't splash in on ourselves." 
"We also have to balance the load," added John. "So it doesn't rock and shift around all over the place. 
"What do you mean by that?" asked Justin. "A boat's going to rock with the current no matter what you do. 


"It's like riding a see-saw at a park, Justin -lengthwise the rocking can be controlled to a point. If the weight 
shifts, the canoe will pitch with the current and splash water in -unless we sit so the weight is evenly 
distributed. Mike should sit in the middle, because he has the mellotron on his back, and its very heavy. We 
don't want anything extra heavy in the back especially -if its off at all, its better to be a bit heavier in the 
front." 


Graeme eyed himself and the others. 


"| could probably sit in the front, and Ray behind me in front of Mike. If both of you sit in the back with your 
instruments, it should be relatively balanced. Maybe one of you should have your instrument up front with us 


Too. 
"| want any instrument of mine in my sight when there's a water hazard," insisted Justin 


"They can have my bass," assured John, before wilting slightly, a little bit of his enthusiasm leaking out. "I don't 


know if its going to survive anyway." 


Ray shook his head. "Don't give up on that chance, Lodgey. I'll keep it up front with me and do my best to keep 


it dry. The boat will still rock some, but if we paddle gently, we can control the sideways motion too." 


"Look at it this way -it's some big adventure. Not necessarily the type I've always thought of going on, but 
I've always wanted to go on one, and maybe it was just meant to happen," suggested Mike. "It seems like the 


right way to go regardless." 
"Its only the right way if it goes home," muttered Justin. "So, if we're doing this, how should we get in?" 


"Mike, you get in first -because you'll be in the middle with the mellotron and stabilize it for the rest of us," 
ordered Graeme. He lay down on the dock on his stomach and held the front of the boat steady. It was 
tethered, but it could still tip and float around a bit. 


John immediately flopped down on the dock and held the back steady. Mike carefully stepped forward to the 
edge of the dock. He smiled sheepishly up at Ray when Ray held his hand, helping him steady himself as he 
stepped down into the boat and lowered himself into a sitting position in the middle. 


“Alright, Mike, you hold onto the edge of the dock from where you're sitting, and it should be a bit more 
stable." Graeme sat up, sitting on the edge of the dock and slinging his legs in, before sliding off to sit in the 
front. 

John quickly followed, poised to slide into the back and balance the load out. He held his hand up to take 
Justin's, and with the aide of Ray from the dock, Justin claimed down to sit between Mike and John. Finally, Ray 


climbed in on his own, grabbing the paddles and taking John's bass in his lap as it was passed forward. 


"We can take turns so we don't tire out," said Graeme, giving one paddle to Mike and keeping the other for 
himself. 


"| feel like this is something out of a dream I've had before," mused Mike. 


"You always say that, Michael," mused Ray affectionately. "How do you remember so many dreams?" 


"| think of them as some alternate universe l'm living in too. Its fun to think about." 

I'm not sure if everyone in this boat agrees," chuckled John. "But this takes me back to an early memory of 
mine. And look, we're controlled so far, but if we bounce, we can make the boat rock like a see-saw still -just 
like at the park years ago." John gave himself a good, hard bounce on the bottom, causing the boat to bounce 
just enough to have a lengthwise motion, without splashing in water. 

"Have you gone mad?!" Justin hissed, holding his guitar up out of his lap. 


Graeme chuckled. "Justin, we're still tethered. That's not going to knock us off course of hurt anyone." 


"John, if you get motion sick again, you had better tell me sooner than later and sit in front of me," ordered 


Justin. 


"Right now I'm excited and feeling quite fine!" John sat in the fetal position to fit in, but was bouncing his knees 


from his heels with anticipation. 


Ray had his pocketknife he'd packed in his hand, working the blade between the loops of a tight, dried out knot 
in the rope tethering them. He was trying to get it undone rather than cutting the line. 


"Just cut it so we can get going if we're going, mate," urged Graeme. 

"| want to still have it. If we don't cut it up too short, we can take it with us and have it to tether it 
somewhere else when we get to the end," argued Ray. He continued to work at it. "Ahal Got it!" Hastily, he 
pulled the rope through from a bolt sticking out under the dock, pulling it into the boat. 

Graeme cackled maniacally out of nowhere. 


Mike's eyes grew wide. "Graeme, what the bloody hell was that all about?" 


"Danger or not, and wherever we're going, we're on our way faster than before!" he exclaimed, provoking a 


series of giggles from John. 


"I can't fathom how we even ended up here.” Justin shook his head, slumping back tiredly with resignation. John 


put his arms forward, wrapping them around Justin's middle. 
"Really, Lodge?" 
"No need to worry about falling out either," John teased. "We can worry about how we actually got here later.” 


"We're here for some reason | can feel it somehow," sighed Mike. "And | do believe that by the end, we'll find 


the reason why.” 


Dr. Livingstone, and Other Explorers 


Author's Notes: 

Decided to apply the different symbolic meanings of Ray's song to the uncertainty of rock bands. This song 
was also pretty tricky to work into a chapter (the next three are going to be a lot easier to incorporate into 
the journey aspect) but it kind of goes back to touch on Ray's frustration in the first chapter of not really 
being able to come up with a substantial song lyrically that would attract listeners -and though he wasn't 
really looking for inspiration, it just hit him right on the head while he was in the boat. | guess the boat is kind 
of symbolic too -the Moodies a band in the ‘boat of uncertainty’ here (they'd only released Days of Future 
Passed here, because Lost Chord was their second with the main style and lineup -and it can be pretty nerve 
wracking for a lot of bands after their first recognized album to decide what direction to take on their second 
-keep with the same style, or change it -and if to change it, how much to do so without capsizing their fan 
base.) (All this complex meaning -it's been two years since | got done taking it, and AP Lang still haunts my 
writing style!) 


And yes, | do emphasize the very close friendship of Ray and Mike. Justin and John are also pretty close, 


though it didn't show up so much in the early days, so it's a bit more subtle. I'm not slashing the two here, 
albeit it can be taken that way for anyone who wants -and | would ship the two in other fics to be honest. 


It wasn't until Ray switched with Graeme to give him a break from paddling -taking the paddle and passing 
John's bass off to the drummer -that he noticed it scratched onto the inside of the boat: 


"Hey, Mike, take a look at this," he demanded incredulously. 

Mike, now with his hands free and nothing better to do, eagerly looked over. Justin had switched places to sit 
at the back, and John was between him and Mike with the paddle now. Sitting still with no real distraction in 
the very back of the canoe had proven to allow John's chills, dizziness, and nausea to start back up, and 
putting him back into motion seemed to be the only thing keeping his symptoms at bay. 


"Ray, what is it?" 


Ray quickly ran his finger along the inner ledge of the boat before leaning over to the side and continuing 
keeping the movement up. 


"Some sort of cryptic message?" asked Mike, perking up. He leaned forward to try and get a good look. "This 
ought to be interesting." 


"lll call it interesting if it tells us how to get home," decided Justin. 


"Don't get your hopes up," said Mike. "We'll figure that out for sure, but | wouldn't think it would be just out 


there for us like that." He pulled the binoculars out of the bag and looked on the side of the boat from a 
sitting position, using a flashlight to lighten it up against the water-stained woodgrain. It was too hard getting in 
against it without blocking Ray from paddling. 


"We're all looking for something.. or someone,” read Mike. 


"What the bloody hell is that supposed to mean?" asked John, then turning around to meet eyes with an equally 


confused Justin. 


Graeme turned around to also get a look. "Sounds like something out of a song or poem -Ray, you might want 


to remember that one." 


Ray, trying to focus on keeping motion downstream, looked along the other side on the left, then over the 


outer edge, and found another phrase carved. 

"Dr. Livingstone, | presume?" he read, confused. "Wasn't Dr. Livingstone some explorer?" 

Graeme was silent for a moment, then spoke slowly in a pondering way. 

"If it means David Livingstone, then yes. The bloke who explored the African Jungle -I think that was what he 
was asked by a townsfolk when he emerged after being missing for some time -everyone was wondering if 


he'd ever appear, and | believe some were beginning to think he never would." 


Justin spoke caustically. "Well, thats very reassuring if that's what others are going to think of us until we 


get back" 

"Hey, Dr. Livingstone made it out of the jungle alive. Well, on his first quest -the other one he had didn't end 
quite so nicely for him. But it's the first that quote refers to, so if it implies anything for us, doesn't it mean 
we'll get back safely?" John tried to be optimistic. 

"Not sure. As for the other quote, we are looking for something -that's home. Problem is, we haven't found it 
yet," mused Mike. "Oh, now what's this?" He looked over the right edge of the boat, finding another name 
engraved. 

"Captain Robert Scott" Here's another name carved -starboard side now. 

"That's another explorer," said Ray. 

"What would it mean to have the names of multiple explorers on this boat?" asked John. 

"Especially when those two searched in two completely different places -didn't Scott sail about Antarctica?" 


Justin looked puzzled to a near-painful level. "If we're assuming it has some symbolic meaning to us, does that 


mean at some point we won't be guided by anything?" 


"If that means that we have to choose our own path, then yes," Mike continued. "Though | think based in who 
we each are, we have our reasons for going a certain way that might be different from others. Think of the 
reasons that made us change direction in this band. Going from completely blues-rock covers to a classical, 
psychedelic prog style of our own original material. What told us to go that was was because what we were 
doing wasn't working. It did work for others though. We didn't get where we wanted to be by the way we 
anticipated getting there, but we did eventually get there." 


John cut in. "Then would that suggest we actually get home, but there's something ahead that's going to be 


unexpected and different?" 

I'd say this is already unexpected and different," Justin snorted. 

"Ai, that's enough of that negativity, Justin!" Ray scolded. "I do in fact thing we will get home.. and like a lot of 
explorers, we might find something we didn't expect to -could be good or bad, but my hopes are telling me it 
might just be something good. | already have something from this | didn't expect to." 


"What's that, mate?" asked Graeme. 


"What we've been talking about -you said it was rather poetic and symbolic to begin with. What if with a little 


more thought -| could turn the idea of those messages into a song!" exclaimed Ray triumphantly. 

Justin nodded. "I could see where that would turn out interesting, but meaningful lyric-wise." 

Mike clapped a hand onto Ray's shoulder. 

"I think you're onto something great!” he whispered. 

"So then we keep going and prepare for whatever might get thrown at us," continued John. 

"Yes." Mike nodded. 

"| think we might want to get out," said John. 

Graeme pointed ahead to what John was talking about. The river was splitting up ahead, and it was clear that 
on one side to the left, it was staying level with the land and gentle, narrowing up as if coming to an end in an 
estuary. On the right, there was a sharp piece of land dividing it from the left, and the land was steeply 
getting higher up on either side, with rocks in the water. 


"We don't want to go down rapids, especially if there's a fall." 


"Definitely not. Albeit who knows where we're going off the the left where it's all forested" Justin eagerly 
pointed to the left in agreement. 


Mike looked up to the sky at what was practically a bridge of trees meeting each other above where they 


directed themselves. 


"Who knows what another would have done, but you know what? | think we go to the left too, and | think it's 


for us on our own to find out what happens next." 
"Just like the explorers," said Ray firmly. 


Mike put his hands back on Ray's shoulders affectionately. 


"Just like the explorers." 


The House of Four Doors 


Author's Notes: 

Getting back to this after a few unexpected (and rather unfortunate) delays, and glad to be back to it. The 
lyrics to House of Four Doors is so obscure, but its one that always conjured up images to me listening it 
even before | was a teenager. It was fun being able to depict the house, and the rooms representing the little 
interludes of different eras of music, but more the images leading to it in the forest that inspire John to get 
the lyrics. Of course, with the next song, the Moodies are in for a pretty wild adventure in the next chapter 
with somebody they've heard of before. 


"lve got to admit, even I'm beginning to get nervous," Graeme declared, breaking the silence that had hung 


over for what had been the better part of an hour. 


After diverting, the river had gone on for a while before coming to an end in a creek. There was a worn, hard 
packed dirt trail alongside the creek just as the one they'd followed along the river earlier, and Mike had felt in 
his gut it was a good way to go. Everyone agreed, following based on whatever signs they could. It was obvious 


somebody had walked along it before -more than once. 


It wasn't marked with the friendly arrows on the ground or carved into tree bark anymore. Just the presence 


of a path. 


Ray and Mike seemed in good spirits, leading the walk, still with a slight bounce in their strides. Though there 
was a scary factor, they were living what they'd always dreamed of doing sometime, and it made good, 
adrenaline-driven fun. Justin was still agitated, but becoming quieter with the reality that there wasn't 
anything to do but to go with it. He was also becoming tired, lagging behind and limping a bit. John walked 
alongside him, uncomfortably shifting his duffle bag every few paces and also showing signs of fatigue. Having 
had to keep at work on the water constantly to keep his sickness at bay, his shoulders were thoroughly sore. 


Being in the awkward middle position between the leaders and the laggers, Graeme continued to look after 
everyone as the oldest. With the water they'd packed in containers from the bus, he encouraged everyone to 
stay hydrated, and upon exiting the river suggested they eat the fresh fruit they'd taken from the bus -as it 
wouldn't hold up as long as the non-perishable items Mike had taken from the emergency supplies at the back 
of the bus. 


"Keep your energy up," Graeme had said sternly. "If we start passing out, we're really not going to get 


anywhere sooner." 


The supply bag Mike had packed that Ray was carrying had enough for them to make it another two days 
comfortably, but as the sky was getting darker and the temperature was dropping from the heat of the day 
to a moderate temperature with a light nip in the breeze, Graeme had to wonder how much further they 


should go before stopping for the night. They hadn't encountered any potentially dangerous animals yet, but it 


was a possibility in the late spring when everything was alive and active. 
"Nervous because of the time?" asked Mike. 
"Yeah, mate. How much longer do you think is safe?" 


Mike turned around, assessing the condition of their two youngest mates, and looked up to the sky, then down 
to the west, trying to gauge the sun's position in the horizon 


"We've probably got the better part of another hour." Mike squinted, trying to estimate what that meant. "At 


the rate we're walking now, that probably gives us at best, four kilometers” 

"Not that far," said Ray grimly. 

"We've gone pretty far for a day." Mike continued to stay cheerful 

Ray clarified himself. "It's more | wish that we could go longer” 

Mike shook his head. "There's tomorrow, mate.” 

The woods were becoming thicker about the path, and it was getting darker and harder to see faster. 
"Graeme, | can't see too well" Justin warned, trying to keep up, pushing himself to speed up and tripping on a 
tree root on the edge of the path. John stuck out his arm at the last second, allowing Justin to grab on and 
steady himself 


“Thanks, mate," Justin panted, blushing with a combination of shock and embarrassment. 


John nodded his welcome with a forced smile, holding back a whimper of pain from the sudden pull on his 


aching shoulder. 
"We should unpack our lights," Ray suggested 

Graeme was already shifting the other supply bag off his shoulder, digging for lights. 

"Justin, do you mind taking one of the bigger lights for you two back there?" he asked, noticing John's 
discomfort from fatigue, but aware that Justin was better at hiding physical fatigue and could have been 


feeling worse. 


| can handle it," Justin replied, taking one of the heavier lanterns from Graeme. "| don't mind it being heavy if | 


can see where l'm going.’ 


"Alright then," said Graeme, handing one of the smaller lights to John. 
| can take a larger one for up front," said Ray swiftly. 
"Ray, you are carrying extra bags," scolded Mike. "I can take it” 


"Neither my bag nor the extra supply one weigh as much as the mellotron on your back, and then you have 


your own bag," insisted Ray. 


Mike sighed and took a smaller light. He wasn’t so dead set that he would argue on end with Ray, but Mike liked 
to be an independent one in regards to looking after himself, and wasn't too keen on being fawned over just 


because he was carrying a heavier load. 


Graeme held on to the remaining smaller light and hoisted his bags back into position before continuing. The 
path was easier to see now, though the increasing darkness and shadows stretching out on the path further 


ahead made for a spooky feeling. 


Whether he was trying to add to it, or dispel his own nerves was unclear, but in an eerie, dark sounding 


progression hovering around the key of G minor, John began singing softly. 
‘Mystery spread its cloak across the sky; we lost our way.. Shadows fell from trees, they knew-" 
"What song is that, John?" asked Justin, perking up and becoming quite intrigued. 


"Actually, it isn't any song," remarked John with a tired smile. "It just popped in my head from where we are 


now. 


"You might be on to something we can make something of later -keep on with it," encouraged Graeme, turning 


around. "But keep up with us too!" 
"And don't forget the words and melody," added Justin. 


"What's that shining through the leaves?" asked Ray, pointing ahead, noticing a break in the darkness between 
the trees. It was too low to be stars -plus the sun was down under the horizon, but still leaving a hint of light 
in the sky, which was more of an indigo tone than a pitch black. That meant the stars weren't really shining as 


brightly as they could have. 


"Well, the moon is up there," said Mike, looking straight up and pointing out the gibbous. "Not sure what that is, 
but the light looks too warm to be from the sky. Lets follow it. Maybe this worn trail we're on leads in it's 
direction, actually,” he noticed, kicking his foot against the packed, dry dirt, taking a few steps, checking for it 
again by the flashlight, and realizing it was. 


"Then, through the leaves, a light broke through," sang John sweetly, shifting the melody to one with warmer, 


lighter-hearted, major-keyed undertones. 
As he did, Mike's foot landed against what he felt to be a flagstone path that was well overgrown with moss, 
grass and weeds between the pieces, and vines across the ground. Nudging the moss off in a spot with his toe 


confirmed his guess. 


"Well, would you look at that," he remarked. "Though | bloody wish I'd known it was there before | kicked my 
toe down -that hurt." 


"Keep poking at it, and let's follow it!" exclaimed Ray. "Gently, though." 
The faint light in the distance seemed more prominent, like they were headed toward the source. 


Is it just me, or is the path getting wider, and are the trees thinning out around it?" asked Justin 


incredulously. 


John, looking down at the path, noting the worn flagstones becoming more visible without as much overgrowth, 


absentmindedly continued on the lighter melody. 


"A path lost for years.." He looked up and noticed something between the trees in a clearing, flinching as he did, 


before resolving his lyric on the darker, G minor tone again. "led us through" 


‘Its a house! Graeme cried out with amusement bordering on hysterical joy. "Bollocks, Mike, it's a fucking 
house!" 


"Can we see if it's safe to stay in for the night?" asked Justin. "That sure would be worlds better that trying 
to build shelter out in the dark!" 


"| don't see why not," said Mike. "Let's go take a look It's really too late to safely continue anyway, so it's not 
like we'd be going much farther." 


"House of four doors," John murmured under his breath. 

"Does it have four doors?" asked Ray. 

"| don't know -maybe inside it," said John dismissively. "| was trying to think of where the lyrics would go next, 
and there would have to be some shift in the ture. I'll think on that later, though four doors just seemed to 
sound good when my mind crossed it" 


"Well, we're up to the porch," said Mike. "John, maybe you should try the door and see how many it has." 


"You sure?" asked John 


Ray looked over gently. "I can do it if you're nervous-" 

‘lm not nervous about it; | just wanted to be sure that was the intent.” 

John hesitantly pushed the door open part of the way with a huge creak of it, stopping short at the noise. 
Graeme winced, and then to be funny, tilted his head back and mimicked a mournful dog howl. 

Ray grinned through his cringe. "Nice one, Graeme." 


"Well, go on ahead and open it the rest of the way. We all know to prepare ourselves for the noise now," Mike 


prompted. 
John pushed the door open the rest of the way, a bit quicker, emitting an even louder squawk from the hinges. 
"Oh, God, that noise is bloody awfull" moaned Justin, holding his hands over his ears. 


"Awful or not, it's a place to take shelter. Night's approaching, and staying here would be safer than out in the 
open," declared Mike. 


John stepped inside, and stopped just to the side of the doorway, taking in his surroundings. 

"Ray, mate, do you know what any of this stuff is about?" he asked. 

It was a rather plain room -worn, wooden floors and whitewashed stone walls that had gone dusty. There were 
a few sturdy wooden chairs that appeared to be antique-like, an old, worn guitar in the corner, and a table 
that had a rough, stone top and an old flute on its surface. The flute appeared as though it had not been 


played in years, and might have been unplayable to its tarnished condition 


"Maybe this isn't such a great place to stop for the night," Justin murmured, feeling creeped out by the 
abandoned state of the room. 


"Wait, there's a door on the other side of the room," pointed out Ray. "We should see what's on the other side 
of it -maybe it's not all like this." 


Cautiously, John walked across the room, and pushed against the door, hoping it wouldn't have rusty hinges 


that squeaked as badly as the exterior door's. 
It did. 
"Damn it," he muttered despondently. 


"Well, never mind that, let's see," prompted Mike, walking through with John. "Its definitely a house that's seen 


musicians before." 


This room was in better shape, but darker. There were larger lamps, but heavy drapes over the windows. 


Something that appeared similar to an upright piano, but smaller, stood to the side of the room beside a desk. 
"Is that ink and parchment on that desk? All the old relics," Justin remarked, intrigued. 


"Is too small to be a piano, and it doesn't have the tubes and bellows like a pump organ," said Ray, pointing to 
the keyboard. "Mike, what is it?" 


"Looks like an older version of the harpsichord we used on some of our very first singles," said Mike, matter- 
of-factly. He went over and struck the opening chords to "Cities" -their b-side to "Nights in White Satin" 
against the yellowed keys. 


In the same, sharp, dissonant, tinny tone of a harpsichord, the melody played out almost identically. 


"It is a harpsichord,” said Mike. "Interesting. | might come back to it, though there's another door, and l'm 


curious as to how far in this house goes." 

John sighed and walked up to it. 

"I am terribly sorry if this one screeches too. We might want to prepare ourselves for the sound” 

As another hair-raising squeal emitted from the door, Graeme decided to howl again 

This time, he must have timed it right, because Justin broke out laughing for a first of the day. 

"Now, it can't be all bad, then!" Graeme quipped. 

This room was larger, airier with a huge set of vertical casement windows from the ceiling to halfway down 
the wall, and on top of a large floor rug, had what was undeniably a grand piano. In the corner of the room, 


there was a cello in a stand too. 


"Have you all noticed a trend with these rooms and these instruments, how everything in the first room looked 


almost ancient, and here it's almost modern?" pondered John. 
"Come to think of it, it does seem that way," agreed Ray. 


Mike raised his eyebrows before looking across the room to the door on the other side. "Interesting. Well, 


there's another door. John?" 


John was wincing before he even got within a foot of the door, not sure how many more squawking hinges he 
could take. His stomach twisted as he pushed it forward, hearing the eerie creak, before the door swung open 


to reveal a space different from the rest. 
"Well, | don't see any instruments in here, and it seems to go on, but its rather dark." 


Ray pushed past John with his lantern, sweeping through the space. Light seemed to flood through the 


doorway out of nowhere as Ray found some light switches, and then came back. 

“There's nothing in here, except just basic living space," said Ray finally. "Come on inl" 

Mike looked out about the space and its contents considerately. There appeared to be an early sixties style 
kitchen area, a turn that seemed to lead into the hallway, which had an open door off of it that appeared to 
lead into a bathroom. 

"| think, in context with the rest of the rooms, this space is to represent the present." 

"As in ourselves," stated Graeme. 

"Yes, because the other rooms seem to tell a story," said Mike, "but our story-" 


"We barely have a story yet when we only have one album that's recognized out," realized Justin 


"Its like this is just some stop in it," Mike concluded. He shuffled about, looking around to see what was inside 
cabinets and drawers, then went off to look down the hall. 


"Well, it's convenient that it's hospitable for us, those other rooms aside," said John. "That almost seems like 
proof we went the right way." 


"Let's hope that's the case," said Justin. 
"That was four doors leading to this section!" realized John with a shout. "Bloody hell, how did that work out?!" 
"Not certain, though it's something." Ray looked about the space too. 


"Well, we won't have to worry about starving -that's one unexpected turn of events, but it's a good thing 
because it means we don't use up what we took from the bus as quickly," stated Mike. "Looks like a full bath 
through the doors, and if the water is connected and working, | say we take advantage of that too. The hallway 
out of the kitchen seems to lead to some hallway -nothing much but a coat rack, a carpet, and a bookshelf 


with some random stuff on it. | believe we should set our belongings down out there." 


Mike didn't have to say a word further. There was nothing that any one of them were looking forward to 
more than putting everything down after carrying it all day. Graeme and Ray carefully set down the supply 
bags before letting their personal belonging bags drop hard to the floor. Justin and John were similar in taking 


extra caution setting down their instruments, but dropping everything else. 


Lowering himself down to the floor first to avoid mishap, Mike carefully unstrapped his mellotron from 
himself, letting out a groan of relief as he was freed of a nearly forty pound burden. Had it been a full sized 


mellotron, it would have weighed twice that, and if it had a stand -even more. 


Graeme tested one of the sink handles in the bathroom, not only getting water out of it, but of decent 


pressure. 

"Well, it seems the utilities are in order for this part of the house." 

"Alright, let's take turns getting ourselves cleaned up and getting a bite to eat then," replied Mike. "There's no 
sign we have to leave this place, so we might as well stay as we've already decided. Its more secure than any 
shelter we could create ourselves, and it has its resources too. The opportunity couldn't be knocking any 


harder now." 


"If we have anything that's dirty, should we attempt to clean it here too?" asked John. He pointed down to 


where his jeans were darkened with mud up past his ankles. The other's weren't much better, if any at all. 
"It would be best that we did -it means what we have lasts longer," affirmed Mike. "Let's get on with it then" 


After some deciding, Graeme took the first turn in the bathroom. An hour later, everyone had eaten and 
showered. Justin was still rubbing the remaining dirt out of his clothes from the day in the woods and rinsing 


them out in the tub. 
Ray had found a rack in a closet off the bathroom, and everything was hung out to dry. 


"That should be alright by morning. Then all we have to do is pack up and we'll be right as rain," declared Ray 
as Justin finished his cleaning and hung up his belongings. 


"Do you think we'll find our way out of here and back?" asked John "You know, before our next performances?" 


"Well, John, we've already missed out on one Tonight, and | wouldn't count on not missing another," said Graeme, 


looking a bit mournful. 

Let's focus on one thing at a time now," said Justin. "Let's just worry about getting back to some part of 
England that's recognizable and where people can find us and get us home first. Then we can assess our gigs if 
we make it there still in one piece." 

"We only had three left on this run," said Ray. "They wouldn't be hard to reschedule and make up." 


Justin looked over to his acoustic guitar and sighed. 


"I am glad that Big Red was in the separate equipment van and not in the bus to get damaged, though | must 


say | do miss her and | hope | get to see her again." 


"Well, mate, you have one with you for now, and that's as best as we've got. There was no way for me to 


bring mine even if they had been on the bus," sighed Graeme. 


"Enough of that," said Mike, limping slightly from soreness. He'd held up well along the path, but stopping for 
the night had allowed it to catch up to him and all but take him down. "We have no idea what we're up against 
tomorrow. Since we're taking advantage of this house and taking shelter for the night, we might as well get 
good rest while we're here. We barely got forty winks last night before things went haywire, and if we don't 


get a proper rest tonight, tomorrow we'll all be knackered and at loss of our marbles." 


Despite the lack of a living room, the thick carpet in the back foyer just outside the kitchen and bathroom was 
plenty enough for all five after a long day of travel. 


"Let's just spread out some of the blankets and pillows, keep some to put over top of ourselves with our 


coats, and if we all squeeze in next to each other, we should be just fine," concluded Ray, searching through 


what they'd packed. 


Within minutes, they'd set up camp on the floor, and all lay down in a line. Graeme lay to the far left side of 
the line, John on the other side, then Justin, Mike, and Ray on the far right. Ray wasn't so much using his 


pillow as Mike's shoulder however. 

‘Is a crying shame we don't have a good view of outside the window from here," whispered Mike giddily, 
feeling better to be off his feet and overtaken by what seemed to be lingering effects from the previous 
night. It was still quite vivid. 

"We're in the perfect place otherwise," he added. 

Ray looked up to the ceiling and slowly sprung a grin 

"I still have the effect if | look at the chandelier on the ceiling -it sparkles off the crystals." 


Mike's eyes drifted up to the ceiling. 


"Ah, interesting, mate. Why, that actually is quite nice -the light from outside the window hits them. | bet the 


trees outside are blowing with the wind and modulating the moonlight in" 
"Alright, you two mischievous mystics," Graeme scolded playfully. "It's time to be quiet and go to sleep." 


He pointed down next to himself, where John lay up against him, face down into his pillow, out hard asleep with 
only a mess of curls exposed He was always trying to flatten out his curls these days on tour, probably 
because it was the style, but without the supplies to do it, his hair had curled up as though he'd permed it 


under the shower water. 


Justin had fallen asleep too and rolled over on his side to lie with his side against John, only leaving a small gap 


between himself and Mike. 


"You would think with the words those two had for each other outside the bus that they'd want to be on 


opposite ends of the room," chuckled Graeme. 


Mike shook his head. "They fight like cats. They're probably going to be just as close friends with each other in 
the future as | am with Ray.’ 


"In a different sense, mate -| know Lodgey's not the mystic type," Ray snorted, closing his eyes and trying to 
relax to drift off. "That's enough then" 


"Goodnight, you two," said Graeme with amusement, before spinning off into the darkness again. 


Timothy's Legend 


Author's Notes: 

(Alright, | finally have this one back without distractions, and what better way to honor Ray than pick up on 
the chapter of his epic?!) This is the chapter | planned on from the beginning, and also the most difficult in 
deciding how to write Timothy -who had to show up in a psychedelic fic with part based on a song about him 
-and properly articulate his mystical, psychadelic thought process by speculation alone. And even though he's 
over a decade before his time, | decided to allow a young, and still just as egotistical Patrick Moraz stick his 
nose into a chapter too -because he hasn't appeared in a fic yet, and his plot bunny is a little jealous. (And 
writing characters that are a tad full of themselves is kind of fun to do.) Nobody knows that Patrick will one 
day replace Mike in the band, and Patrick bad talking the others behind their backs in interviews was what led 


to his later dismissal from the band.. hence a lot of irony in Ray's advice! 


"Wake up, now, boys. We're heading out now," came a voice that seemed to get stronger as it pulled its 


subjects out of sleep. 

Ray sat up, squinting in the dark -which he found not to be dark anymore as a lamp switched on. 
"Who are-?" 

"Come on, now." The figure of an older man was now lightly shaking a deeply sleeping Graeme. 


Mike sat up with a start, swooping his mellotron into his arms protectively, not ready to trust whoever it was 


around it. 


Justin was already sitting up, having woken up first. Seeing Mike's reaction, he guffawed in a rather unusual 


manner for him upon waking earlier than he chose. 
"Bit protective of her, Mikey?" he forced out. 


"And if that were Big Red you had with you, you'd snatch her up too!" Mike retorted, grabbing the straps and 


resecuring it to his back. 


Ray's eyes widened as he caught a glimpse of the man's face and realized who it was, and he whisper- 


screamed to his woken bandmates. 
"Mike.. Justin.. That's Timothy Leary!" 


"Ray, Timothy Leary's not anywhere around here -he's always either in the States or on some journey," said 


Justin. "That can't be him." 


"Well, not so fast, mate -who's to say he couldn't have ended up here on his journey," murmured Mike. "It's 


not we're in a place we're expected to be." 

John lifted his head up from his pillow, moaning. 

"Do we have to get up? Please, do tell me the answer's 'no'" 

"Apologies, but | think so," answered Justin "Yes; get up." 

"Uhhnnnn.." John flopped back down on his pillow and buried his face again. 

"John, Graeme is up before you," Justin scolded, albeit jokingly as he motioned to Graeme. Graeme was now 
standing up and limping off to the bathroom with his clothes, grumbling to himself about it being ‘far too early 
for this’. 

"The hardest one in the band to wake up, and he's up before you. For shame!" 


John pushed himself up on his arms, rubbed his eyes, and finally climbed out from under his coat. 


Ray looked at Timothy, still awe struck and now grinning with glowing eyes as if he were a child seeing an 
amusement park for the first time. 


"You." he trailed off and raised a finger to point at him, ".you're-" 
Timothy closed his eyes slowly and gave a gentle smile and nod. 


"Yes, yes," he spoke softly. "Indeed | am. Go with the others and get ready -we must be going rather quickly if 


we are to make it." 

"Where are we going?" asked Mike, trying to bend down to tie his shoelaces with the mellotron on his back. 
"You'll find out soon enough," said Timothy. 

Bending down under the weight of his mellotron proved too difficult for Mike, and sitting down in a chair was 
also impossible while it was secured on him, so he tried lifting his foot up onto the chair so it was up to his 
level. However, as soon as he did, he nearly fell backwards from how top-heavy he was, and staggered with a 


yelp, trying to get his other foot down fast enough to keep from falling. 


Ray snickered softly and jumped over, catching Mike by his shoulders at the last second, then leaned into Mike 
and the mellotron so that he could tie his laces without falling. Both were snickering by the time he finished. 


By that point, Justin, Graeme, and John were finally ready -if the latter two were maybe hanging their heads 


and shuffling their feet as though halfway sleepwalking. Justin was more interested in repeating Mike's question 
in hopes of a better answer. 


"Where are we going?" 

"Someplace for you all to clear your minds," said Timothy, vaguely. 

"Will it help us?" 

"Depends on how you see it," said Timothy. "Perhaps not instantaneously, but it will in time." 


"Are you taking us on one of your grand adventures?" asked Ray, jogging up past Justin, struggling to keep up 
next to Timothy with his extra baggage slung over his shoulders and slapping against his knees when he went 


too quickly. 


"Don't get too excited now." Timothy grinned. "It is a short one -a day trip. I'll have you five back here safe 
and sound by the evening.’ 


He led them down an offbeat trail where the trees seemed to get thicker rather than thinner. There was a 


stronger wind in the trees, and a clean scent of cool mist hanging in the air. 


"Certainly looks like the unexpected adventure so far off a marked trail," said Mike. "It's quite quiet and 
peaceful though -| don't mind it" 


"Just wait," said Timothy, leading them down a bend in the trail, and down a hill. There, the land became rockier, 
with less trees, and finally, exposing a low cliff in the land out to a cove of open water which none could see 
across with the mist. And continuous with the surface of the cliff along its side was a long pier extending out 


into the cove, a mere five feet above the rippling water surface. 


At the end of the pier was a large boat with many sails. A clipper ship of sorts, yet modified so that the sails 


were rigged above an above-deck indoor house structure, which most likely led to more space below deck 
"Don't worry, all of you," assured Timothy. "Come aboard and bring your instruments. I'll take care of you." 


They followed Timothy aboard, Justin being last as he stopped to ensure his guitar was properly sealed in its 
bag and with as much protection from the humidity as possible. Timothy made short work of ushering them 
all inside the house, which seemed far more spacious than it looked it should have from the outside. Beneath a 
coat rack in the corner was floor space to leave baggage, and there was a common area with on one side, an 
ovular table with chairs around it, and on the other, a desk along the wall by the port-side window, allowing 
whoever sat at it to watch outside. 


Past the common area was a low door that presumably led below deck, and a kitchenette just before an inner 


wheelhouse. 


"You all can sit down and recover yourselves from the trauma of waking earlier than you're accustomed to," 


invited Timothy. "Ill get some breakfast made too if you all would like that, and the tea is already hot” 
"That'd be lovely if we could," said Mike graciously. 

Mike and Ray instantly took the seats along the far end of the table that were against the starboard window. 
Justin and Graeme sat closer to the middle, and John took one of the open seats on the end pointing toward 
the middle of the boat where any rocking motion was minimized. 

"Is this for real?" hissed Justin to Mike as Timothy went through the common area to fetch cups of tea. 

"It seems so, mate, and I'd go with it, because | don't think he'd appear if it were a bad thing.” 


"Of course it's not if it is, Mike -it's a mode of transportation,” Justin noted 


Ray held his hands up like a cop. "I'd like to see what his initial plan is before we start asking any more of him. 


He's already providing for us when we're lost." 
| almost wonder if that house has any connection to him too," Mike pondered. 


"Ah, I'll just sit here and see what happens for the fun of it," Graeme quipped. "As I've said, we can't do much 
about being lost, so we may as well make the most of it and have ourselves a good adventure. Here we are 


now. 


"And what better person to have an adventure with than Timothy Leary?" Ray challenged. "What say you, 
Lodgey?" 


John sat in silence, propping himself on the table and holding his head in his hands. He was looking peaky again 
as he had on the last night on the bus. His shoulders heaved every so often as he breathed slowly, deep and 
heavy. Either he was still exhausted and trying not to fall asleep when he was halfway there, or he was having 


averse reactions again. 

"m not ‘gainstit,” he mumbled. 

Timothy returned with mugs of tea, setting them on the end of the table so they were up for grabs. 
Everyone quickly grabbed one and kept hold on it to make sure it would not spill, should there be unexpected 


motion. 


"Don't worry," assured Timothy with a soft chuckle. "The bay is quite calm for now, and seems inclined to stay 


calm too." 


He had a sixth cup, which was supposedly his, but he ducked below the stairwell door, and when he came back 


up a few minutes later, he didn't have it any longer. 


"You all let me know if | can get you anything else to make you at comfort here, alright?" Timothy said softly, 
standing with his hands on the back of the empty chair beside John 


He's so soft-spoken and mystical -even more than I expected, Ray thought to himself in awe, nearly blushing as 
he realized that even if he was much more proper and innocent, he was being no more rational in his thoughts 


than a smitten groupie. 


"Can we open the window?" asked Mike, looking behind himself and Ray, already turned sideways in his seat so 


that he could gaze outside. He imagined how much more impact it would give with the breeze flowing in. 


"Certainly," invited Timothy. “There's nothing wrong with that at all as long as all of you are comfortable with 
the temperature." 


Ray turned to Mike and helped him to crank the levers which opened the casement window. 
John looked over his shoulder to Timothy. 
"Is there a loo onboard?" 


"Downstairs," answered Timothy. "All the way down the hall heading toward the aft, and the door on the right 


-the last door you should see." 

"There aren't any other, um, surprises down there, are there?" asked John nervously. 

Getting separated alone wasn't something desired by any of them. 

"| doubt it. Well, no big surprises, at least," decided Timothy with a finger on his chin in thought. 


"Not very assuring," murmured John, starting to sit back down, then changing his mind to stand behind Ray by 
the open window to expose his face to the light breeze. "On second thought, I'm alright." 


Ray stood up. He had a pretty good feeling about the answer to whether John's behavior was due to fatigue 


or feeling ill 

"No, you're not. Come on, John If there are any effective surprises, we'll deal with them together." 
John followed Ray to the staircase, somewhat folded in on himself. 

Ray waited until the door separating the upper deck from the stairs had fallen shut before stopping and 


turning to John, noticing how pale and faint he really looked up close, as if he were having another nauseous 


spell of dizziness. 


'Lodgey, mate, you're still not feeling well, are you?" 
John shook his head slowly as if the motion was too painful 


"Yes, I'd say you're looking rather miserable. Any better or worse? Feverish?" Ray slipped his hand under 


John's unruly curls to touch his forehead. He didn't feel too warm. 


"I can't tell, Ray. Worse than some of the times yesterday, but | don't remember if it was this bad or not 
when it started. It hurts." 


"Your head hurts?" 


"That and my stomach. My eyes burn too now, and its this dull ache all over-" John stopped and swallowed 
thickly while breathing deeply again, trying to keep his stomach in check. His arms were crossed and he was 


shivering. 


Poor mate cant even talk. Ray looked down to the bottom of the stairs, getting the feeling he'd better stop 
the talking and attend to the matter at hand before disaster struck 


“Alright, then," he said, putting his arms around John's shoulders and descending with him, then turning down 
the hall to walk in the direction Timothy had described. "We'll go down quick, you'll go off to the loo and hang 
tight in there -I do hope the feeling will pass for you, but if you're going to be sick, better to be in there than 
out here. Perhaps you can also see if you'll feel better washing your face. I'll stay out in the hall within sight 


of the door if you need me. 


John nodded, focusing on keeping his footsteps and breathing steady. It seemed the effects of the acid, which 
had been subdued by the excitement yesterday, had come back to bite him with a vengeance. His vision was 
swimming, so that his surroundings wanted to swirl together. The stairwell, he could have sworn was trying to 
swallow him and Ray alive by closing in tighter and tighter, and Ray's eyes looked too sharp for him. Only his 
voice kept his presence comforting, and the vibration John could feel through his head when he spoke himself 
discouraged him from saying any more to prompt Ray to keep speaking. 


Through the spinning of his head, the sound of aggressive piano playing seemed to swarm down the hallway 
toward them. John's heart leapt to his throat each time the lower part crashed down on large, heavy bass 


chords. 


The hallway opened on one side past the stairwell and residence door to a shallow atrium with a woven rug, a 
side window on the ceiling letting in a beam of light from outside above, and a small grand piano under the cast 
of the light. At the piano sat a figure with a wild mass of dark, curly hair, playing with reckless abandon He 
rocked back and forth, arching his back and throwing his arms into the force of his chords from his shoulders 
to crash down on the ivory keys so that the piano shook with a thunderous, yet melodic roar. 


Ray raised an eyebrow, intrigued, but walked along with John until they found the last door, at which point he 
let go of John, who staggered in through the door, closing it behind himself. 


Who was that? Ray contemplated the playing, and it didn't seem like that of anyone he knew, yet somehow 
seemed to strike him like he should have known it from some place. Perhaps he was the reason Timothy 
suggested there might have been something unexpected below. Why this person hadn't been above with them 
was another mystery, but Timothy had to have had him onboard for something other than the music. 


Just above the piano came the faint sound of coughing from behind the bathroom door. As it did, Ray decided 
to move away from the door to give John full privacy in whatever misery he was experiencing, and headed off 


to investigate. 


As he walked into the atrium, making sure to stay visible from the end of the hall in case John tried to find 
him, the piece was slowing from its wild rush into more thoughtful phrases. As though the story the keys 
told were tying off the loose ends before bringing them to conclusion The wild movements of the young man 
at the keys had been subdued to pensive head tilts, pausing to prolong the suspensions of notes, and finally, 
with a steep decrescendo of volume, made a descending run down the keyboard to end on a low, A minor chord 


that was barely a whisper. 


He froze for a second, suspended with his fingertips just brushing the ivory surfaces of the released keys, 
before lifting his hands off and slowly lowering them to grip the front of the piano bench beside his legs. 
Exhausted, he leaned forward and breathed heavily as if attempting to regain his bearings after undergoing an 


exorcism. 


After a minute or so, he looked up and flinched, startling at the unexpected sight of Ray. Quickly, he tilted his 
head downward as if to bow, and sprouted a prideful smile as if to save himself from appearing caught off 
guard. 


"Good day," he greeted in a thick accent 

"And to you, Ray replied. "That was quite a sound! 

"| should hope so," sniffed the young man "That's not even half of what | can do. 

A tad full of himself, isnt he? Ray thought to himself. He took in the appearance of the young man 


Beneath his poodle-like mass of hair -which had the evidence of comb strokes to show he'd tried in vain to 
beat it into submission -he had strikingly tough features, which were not of a handsome quality, but they did 
speak to high confidence. His eyes were large and lined by thick, dark eyebrows that arched high and slanted 
downward. Such an eye structure could often give a delicate, condescending appearance with thinner eyebrows 
on a slim face, but he looked anything but delicate with his wide face and severe, square jaw that was 
accentuated by the dimple on the flat, upturned end of his chin If anything, he looked more like a smug, old 
English bulldog with perkier eyes. His eyes still had a youthful gleam, Ray noticed, but also a passionate one 


that wanted to shout "challenge me; | dare you." His harsh facial features were further set off by a broad 
chest and shoulders -already muscled up, but not toned liked those of an adult. 


"And your name is..?" asked Ray. 


"Patrick," responded the younger man without looking up, sucking in his lower lip and gently pushing his fingers 


into the keys in a chord outline, alternating his finger pressure so the piano whimpered. "Patrick Moraz" 
He had quite a thick, foreign accent. Ray had to wonder if he could even speak full English. 

"Are you from France?" asked Ray, recognizing it as an accent an original French-speaker would have. 
Patrick shook his head. 

"Non. | speak the language -French," he confirmed, "But | am from Switzerland." 

"Interesting place," Ray mused. "Do you speak any German too, like some there?" 

Patrick stopped playing, the keyboard falling silent. He lifted a hand and tilted it slightly. 

"Some.. Not very well." 


His English wasn't perfect -a bit choppy and hard to make out under his thick accent, but he seemed to have 
a pretty good grasp on it, and he had no problem understanding Ray. 


"That's alright, | don't speak any at all" Ray tilted his head. "How long have you been playing for?" 


"Ah, for a very long time -longer than doctors said | could!" Patrick's eyes lit up, and he seemed to puff out 
his chest triumphantly as he lifted his right hand up, holding out three fingers. "All three of these fingers - 
broken when | was thirteen. Never again, they said, but | kept playing with the left hand, and retrained the 
right -and now | play better than ever! | have composed since the age of five, and am now seventeen and 


ready to find myself a main act!" 


So he was still quite young, Ray thought. That was far from unfamiliar to him, or John, who appeared behind 
him, looking more steady on his feet, and of a healthier color despite still seeming impossibly pale. 


"You're an early starter, then. That's quite alright, so was | and my mate, John, and pardon-" he turned to 
John and whispered. "Feeling any better, mate?" 


John nodded, feeling a little embarrassed. 


"You look better too." Looking closer, Ray could still see that John's eyes were sunken and rimmed in red, and 


without a doubt, he'd felt quite a bit worse before he'd started feeling better. 


"Who's this?" John blushed and turned toward Patrick in hopes of moving toward any topic besides his being ill 
"lm Patrick Moraz," repeated Patrick, with greater confidence this time now being well out of the playing zone. 


"Yes, Patrick was just telling me how he's been playing and composing with piano since he was five and now he's 


on his way to finding his performance platform," explained Ray, filling John in 


"That's quite nice, getting an early start -lm sure you'll get out there and do well once you make the 
breakthrough," John encouraged. "Ray and | have been in playing acts since | was fifteen, and our band just hit 


this past year." 


"We've even got a quite nice keyboardist with us too, just upstairs in the house -he plays the mellotron more 
often with us, but l'm sure he'd be impressed with your skills here." 


"Mellotron?" inquired Patrick. "What a paradox of an instrument. An intriguing sound, but a tedious way of 
getting it." 


Ray and John both furrowed their brows in confusion. The former arched one eyebrow, and the latter curled 


his lip back in thought before speaking. 

"What makes you say that? Do you play mellotron?" 

"Experience with it? Yes, of course. The sound it makes is fine. Until the voltage to it is unstable. You fight it 
half as much as playing it. And | prefer to have fun playing. The chords and fast notes-" Patrick lifted his 
hands up and made wild gestures in the air of excitement "-expression, big sound, crescendo - fantastico" he 
clapped his hands together as if accenting his phrase and brought them back down to his lap "-and tapes in a 
box cannot produce such a style." 

"You like to play fast. | suppose that makes sense," said John. "So how did you get here?" 

"When did you all get here?" questioned Patrick. "I don't get it how I'm here." 

"Well, we're trying to find our way back to some city after our bus crashed in a ditch off the roadway," said 
John, “and we just got picked up this morring by Timothy after we spent all day yesterday traveling by foot 
through this forest and river, and he told us we'd be off this vessel by this evening. Does that resemble your 
own case?" 

"How peculiar." Patrick wrinkled his nose in thought. "Not at all." 


"What happened, then?" asked Ray. 


‘I've been here five days I've counted,” Patrick exclaimed. "Five days! Which | am aware of -and | don't know, it 


could have been longer." 


"Where'd Timothy pick you up?" Ray continued to poke, curious to get an understanding as to if he himself had 
become a part of one of Timothy's adventures. One of his idols adventures. If he was, even if it was just for a 


short day, it was a dream come true to him. 
Patrick squinted with confusion again 


"Terribly strange, actually. | went to bed one night, woke up in some Swiss pub -no knowing how | got there and 
couldn't find a way out, so | sat at the piano and played to pass the time. Timothy came out of nowhere to 
me, and told me to come along. This hidden door -we had to crawl through! -led out to this boardwalk by an 
edge in the land into water several feet below, and this floating plane was on a pier, which he took me for a 
ride in. The strangest experience -it only went into the clouds, but you could see the stars. He asked me up 
there why | seemed so frustrated -| said | couldn't get into an act beyond a pub or bar -so he landed it in 
some floating dock in the middle of the bay and he told me to come out here with him for a few days and 
ponder my pathways!" 


"Your pathways?" asked John. 
| must get out of my home country if | am to perform in a group and tour the world! For, none of it is 
possible in Switzerland, | say it!" Patrick lamented, tossing his hands into the air with great expression again, 


before deflating to lean on his side against the piano. "Getting in and out of it might as well take an eternity.” 


"So why did Timothy bring you out here?" asked John "To take you away from Switzerland to someplace you 


can?" 


"Non, he said | must find my own way out, but | need time away from it to come up with how. | know | will -l 


must! And | shall show them so much when | do. But someday," Patrick sighed. "| must keep fighting until then" 
A call came from the top of the stairs. Justin 
"Ray? Is John alright down there? Are both of you?" 


John gave a quick wave and a timid smile, excusing himself, and he rushed toward the stairs to go assure 


Justin he was alright, if still a bit woozy. 


"Well, mate, | can give you a few pieces of advice when it comes to that," said Ray, lingering behind with 


Patrick. "From what | know from experience, and from what others more experienced have told me." 
Patrick perked up and raised his eyebrows. "And that is..? Do tell me." 


Ray nodded solemnly. "Put your heart out into it onstage, focus hard but have fun at the same time, and know 


the difference from when it is time to show off and when it's best to back off. If you are under a manager or 


producer, do pay attention to what they tell you so that you see what their intentions are -good or bad. And 
should you ever find yourself in a big band with some internal conflict and some external organization tries to 


dig for details, no matter how much you may wish to talk badly, keep your big mouth shut" 


Patrick blinked and said nothing. Ray turned around, and before he could make it to the stairwell, another 
explosion of sound arose from the piano, continuing until Ray closed the door at the top of the stairs behind 
him, trapping it down below the deck 


He returned to the lounge-like room to find everyone now with breakfast at the table. John was back on his 
end of the table, sipping from his cup of tea and staring at a plate in front of him with a piece of toast and 
some fruit as to contemplate whether he actually felt like eating it. Timothy sat on the same end on the 

opposite side as John, watching across it while he ate. Justin, Mike, and Graeme had paused from eating for 


debate, speaking to each other in slightly tensed voices -not arguing, but a step below it. 

"Some of you think this is all fun and games-" Justin hissed. 

Graeme snorted, nearly choking on his tea. 

"Graeme, stop it at once!" ordered Mike, who was the obvious mediator in this one, setting his fork back down. 
He pointed to Graeme's half-eaten eggs, the remaining cup of tea Justin had, and then to John's untouched 
plate. “All three of you, eat your breakfast -| swear, the only one of you with some excuse not to is John if 
you're going to make trouble here." 

Unfortunately, this only made Graeme want to laugh all the more. He couldn't keep a straight face, and the 
continuation of Mike's stare down, followed by Justin turning his head to give him a squirrelly look left him 
snickering whilst snuffling against the burning of tea he'd just aspirated into his sinuses. 

"Graeme, please," Justin groaned, looking embarrassed. 


Under the table, Mike delivered a not painful, but firm kick to Graeme’s leg. 


Graeme tipped back his head and did his dog howl and whine imitation he'd done at the screeching door the 


previous night. 

John giggled, and Justin fixed him with a stinging glare, which only made him and Graeme laugh more. 
Timothy closed his eyes, stood up, and walked up to Justin, raised his eyebrows, looked the youngest Moody 
right in the eyes, lifted his hand up in front of him so it was just over a foot from Justin's face, and slowly 
wagged his index finger two times in each direction 


Justin heaved a sigh as color stained his cheeks. He never could stand getting shamed. 


Without a word, Timothy turned his hips and swept his arm around, his gaze now fixing itself on Graeme. 


"What?" demanded Graeme, still restraining laughter. 
Timothy gave him the same, silent finger-wag he'd given Justin 


"What?!" chortled Graeme, holding his upturned hands out to his sides and now in stitches. "All | want is a good 
time; they're the ones getting their knickers in a twist!" 


By the time he finished saying it, Timothy had already turned and was scolding Mike. He turned back to 
Graeme, fixed him with a second round, then turned one last time to a giggling John before walking back to his 
seat and sitting down, leaving Ray simply sitting back down with his plate and watching with amusement. 

"No troubles now," declared Timothy. "Eat your breakfast.” 


Feeling better with some humor to distract from his discomfort, John picked up his toast and nibbled at it. 


There was peaceful silence for the next fifteen minutes while the dust settled and everyone finished eating and 


cleaned up, before anyone spoke again. 
"Ray, dare | ask what took you so much longer than John to come back upstairs?” Mike inquired. 
| had myself an intriguing conversation," said Ray. "Some boy down there on your piano, Timothy?" 


"Ah, yes -Patrick!" Timothy replied. "He's too much of a dreamer and a go-getter to know which way he's 


running and if it will get him where he wants." 
"Can't argue with that," Ray snorted. 
"What? Already has his nose turned up?" asked Graeme, raising an eyebrow. 


"You could go downstairs and meet him to be the judge of that," John suggested, with as typical a neutral John 


Lodge answer as there existed 

"td rather not" Graeme shook his head. 

"Does he at least play well?" asked Mike. "What's he like?" 

Ray nodded. "He plays incredibly. Though in an entirely different style from yours. You're in another dimension 
that is out of this world, mate -| couldn't compare you to anyone. But he does do quite better than most 


pianists -| think the biggest problem he's got is he knows it" 


Timothy shook his head. "He needs a few days out at sea to look in on where he exists from the outside and 
truly figure out how to approach his goals. And most importantly, to learn to take it easy with doing so rather 


than being so enthusiastic to act on impulse and lose his way." 


"Listen, Timothy," began Justin, "If you can't do it today, that is fine. However, if you could return to us in the 
house tomorrow and help us? We're lost -we need to get back to a city in England. Any city will do -London, 
Edinburgh, Manchester, even one of the smaller ones -wherever you can get us where there's civilization we 


can get a way home from. Please?" 
"You wish for me to take you there," Timothy reiterated. 


"Yes!" Justin said it so fast, almost aggressively, but then put his hands together and held them up as if 


desperate. "Please." 


"Ah, | could, but if | were to do that, | would rob you five boys of the most important part of this." Timothy 
smiled knowingly. "You see, you all have got to learn to think it through for yourselves. You may not be as 
impatient as my other passenger, but you must take this day away too." 


"What's thinking got to do with anything as to getting home?" demanded Justin. "We've already thought through 
what we can to navigate, and there's still not a true sign that we're going in the right direction anywhere. It's 
common sense to take the most efficient way back -and that's you because you have navigation abilities and 


are experienced, and.." 


"Relax, mate," breathed Timothy, placing his hand on Justin's shoulders and shushing him. "The quickest, easiest 
route is far from the best. Your life is a journey. Music is a journey. Life's already far too short, you've got 
to slow down and experience it and its beauty, not speed through it in the fast lane. Otherwise, you'll find it 
over one day in the blink of an eye. Slow down and think this one through. And take in what you see around 
you. In time, you may find that thinking, is indeed, the best way to travel." 


"So you could help us, but you refuse," stated Justin. His tone was unreadable, but he had the crestfallen look 


that would turn into a sour pout for the next hour or so. 


"You've got to figure it out on your own, and you can. But you never will if | simply take you back. You've 


more to find than your way home -whether you know what it is or not." 


Ray held up a finger in thought, remembering the words carved into the wood of the boat they'd taken up the 


river. "We're all looking for something.. or someone." 


"The explorers and their names we saw on the boat," Mike cut in. "They didn't know for sure where it was 


that they were going, and they had to figure it out." 


"Yes!" exclaimed Timothy, not loudly, but enthusiastically -jolting his index finger to the sky. "Why yes, Michael 
-precisely! And that, you all see, is why they are legends to this day." 


"We're not exactly explorers, nor are we legends. At least not outside of our heads, and if any of us consider 


ourselves legends, | certainly don't see the behavior to suggest it," chuckled Graeme. 
Ray and John gave each other the side eye and smirk, thinking of Patrick. 


"Buf, you can become a legend without being an explorer,” Timothy reminded. "What others may see you as a 
legend for is only the most superficial layer of it. It says nothing as to the story of how you arrived there," 
said Timothy. "It requires a struggle, a process -thinking, learning, discovering, going beyond what you may 
have imagined -it cannot happen overnight. The story is the true legend." 


Ray's eyes lit up. "And the true legend is within the mind and must be found and developed before it really 


exists." 


Timothy simply gave a knowing smile toward Ray, before standing up and motioning for those who wished to 


follow him outside onto the deck. 


"You can look around on the deck. There's not much where we are now out in the middle of the bay, but when 


we return back around the cove of it, there will be" 


Endless ripples of blue-green-grayish water stretched as far as they could see, white haze rising off the 
water to fade into light grey clouds. 


Ray stood with his hands on the rail, once again with the eyes of a child gazing upon some grand happening as 
he looked up from the water and the gradient of the mist and clouds fading together, then back down. 


"Mike, look at it," he whispered. 


He and Mike grinned at the reflection of light off the mist particles, breaking into the spectrum of colors. John 
soon came up behind them, enjoying the cool, soothing feeling of wind through his hair and brushing his cheeks. 
Though the boat did pitch on the water some, the slow movement was much less bothersome to him than 


he'd felt the night on the bus, and watching from the side did him no harm. 


Finally, Justin and Graeme joined them on the same rail so they were all lined up next to each other as one, 


with Timothy standing behind them. 


"Striking how something so simplistic and empty can be so beautiful when looked at with the right part of one's 


mind," Timothy murmured. 


Graeme ended up lying down on the deck after some time, gazing up to the sky in a daydream, and eventually 


taking a nap in the crisp sea breeze. 


Ray and Mike continued to gaze endlessly into the mist with John by their side. For the time being, he had 


found peace with the unexpected situation. 


Justin settled for the most part. He was still uptight and anxious to find a way out, but seemed to at least 
accept the situation for what it was at the time being. He looked out along the rail with the others, walked 
around the deck, exploring the network of cables holding the sails above them and admiring the complexity of 
it, before finally going down below deck to meet Patrick. 


"Your thoughts?" asked Ray when Justin emerged back on deck. 


"Pompous," Justin sighed. "Great player if he'd come down off his soapbox and actually focus on making things 
happen rather than lament on what hasn't. It shall be interesting to see if we'll hear of him in the future.” 


"Timothy, what is that?" asked Mike, seeing the outline of something in the haze. 


A floating dock, which seemed to be tethered by bay channel markers. Moored at it was a huge propeller plane 
with extensive wings and windscreens that seemed to swirl into rainbows like oil puddles on wet pavement 
against the light. Etched on the side in tiny paint-strokes on a dark livery that seemed to gradient from a light 
blue on the bottom to navy, to black, and then a dark purple along the top, stars. So small it looked as if one 
may have taken a calligraphy pen filled with paint to it. 


"The Astro-Planel" Ray cried. "It does truly exist!" 
"Just like he spoke of inside,” John added. 


"It does indeed exist," said Timothy. "You five already know how to gaze and find the hidden beauties in our 
eyes' reach already though. You don't have the time to go aboard now, but sometime in the future on another 


adventure, you may find me again with it" 


He then adjusted the sails, and not long after, they came breaking out of the mist in the middle of the bay, 
back into the cove from which they'd come. The mid-day sun shined brightly along the strip of land ahead - 
long, forests along the banks in a curve, and finally, further down, a cleared area that looked typical of a city. 


"All of you see that down there?" asked Timothy, pointing toward the city. 
"Oh, yes!" exclaimed Justin 


Timothy walked them around the front of the boat to the other side in the direction which they were headed, 
where the flag on the end of the pier was already visible -that part of the cove jutting out closer to them in 
the bay. 


"Notice the direction of the sun and your surroundings," he instructed. "Keep looking for patterns." He pointed 
to dark specs against the sky that were moving from the forested side toward the city. "This is the time of 
year which birds travel in the direction you'll wish to go. The exact path on land you take will be up to all of 
you to figure out." 


With the sun's position in the sky as it lowered slightly toward the horizon as the middle of the day began to 
wane, Mike calculated that they needed to be traveling generally Northeast of where they were, and made 
mental note of it. 

Justin turned toward Timothy, no critical emotion in his expression this time -just confusion. 

"| thought you refused to help us," he stated. 


Timothy leaned casually against the railing. 


"I said that | wouldn't find your way for you," he quipped, "but | didn't say | wouldn't help you figure it out in 


time." 


With that, he walked around back inside to leave his five day passengers to their thoughts and strategy of 
their way home as they slowly and steadily drifted back toward the pier. 


Return to the House 
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With the pace of the wind in sail, it took nearly four hours for the boat to pull back to the pier in the cove, 


over seven hours after it had left. 


An hour before the return, everyone retreated inside the common area of the house. Ray and Mike had a 
psychedelic conversation with Timothy that made little sense to Graeme, who sat in listening trying to see if 
he could put a poetic twist on the musings and make some other level of sense to it. It made no sense at all to 
Justin and John, who gave up trying to figure it out. Instead, Justin pulled his guitar out and took the 
opportunity to jam on it, with John guiding him with variations he could attempt to see if it would turn into a 
riff. 


Soon, Graeme turned toward them, beating a rhythm on the table, and Timothy sat back and watched as they 
eventually all began singing along to a stripped down version of "Fly Me High" -Ray insisted while they were on 
the acid and thinking of the wonder that the Astro-Plane existed, surely it was relevant. They finished as 

Timothy was just pulling the inner cable that dropped the sails for them to pull in smoothly at the pier, and as 
Patrick emerged from the stairs, pouting and feeling left out because he could hear a jam had taken place, and 


he hadn't been invited to it. 


"Never mind that," said Timothy, waving down the discontent. "Alright, boys, it's time to disembark You're back, 
and it is still within the same day. In the early evening, | might add," said Timothy. 


"What exactly was the path which we came to the pier?" asked Graeme. "We kind of stumbled upon the house 
by accident, and l'm not sure if we'll be so lucky to find it again" 


"Nonsense," scolded Timothy. "For you've already found it and it will soon be too late for walking about in the 
woods -| shouldn't make you all find it again -| will take you there just as | came to find you." 


Justin sighed with relief. He looked rather tired, which was true of all of them following their wakeup just 
before daybreak. 


"| recommend you all stay in tonight and rest up well before setting back out tomorrow. For you not only have 


a ways ahead, but it is best to go about it with a clear mind too," Timothy advised, before leading them all out 


on deck with their belongings and helping steady each as they hopped over the gap between the deck side and 
the pier. "Come along now. Only the five of you" 


"You bring all kinds on and off and disappear at these places -will there ever be a port at which | will be 
allowed to go along?" pleaded Patrick. 


"You'll find your time when it comes; now is not it," scolded Timothy, slowly wagging his finger at him. 


Patrick sulked so his lower lip protruded, his sour expression accentuated by his squint against the sun, which 
was at the start of setting so it perched its lower rays right to one's eye level. He sat down hard on the deck 
of the boat and slid his legs under the railing, letting his feet hang over the edge in the cool sea air and 

watched through the rails as everyone else disembarked. Timothy led his day passengers away, leaving Patrick 


to cool his heels until he returned. 


The walk back to the house seemed shorter than it had seemed in the morning going away. Neither Ray, Mike, 
Graeme, Justin, nor John could come to a conclusion whether it was because they weren't half asleep and 
wanting to go back to bed, because they'd been taking the day at a slow pace and it felt they were going 
faster now, because they actually knew where they were going this time and weren't nervous or excited at 
the uncertainty, or because Timothy might have been leading them back by a shorter, quicker path now that 
he was sure they'd gotten his message on not rushing to the fastest way without thinking through if another 
way was ultimately better. 


But within a period that seemed about half an hour -half of what it had seemed in the morning, the house of 
four doors made of wood and long thatch extending past the sides to form a shallow porch appeared in a 
breakthrough in the trees, just as nightfall was hitting. The light of the house glowed through the overgrowth 
it was surrounded by within the faint light of the sunset, which Ray and Mike were all but fascinated by, 


sharing soft murmurs of wonder with Timothy. 


The sun had dipped below the horizon, casting beams of color through the lower sky that poked through the 
trees -pinks, teals, purples, and a fiery gradient of orange and yellow that faded to a navy blue further up in 
the sky where stars hadn't yet appeared. 


One by one, they stepped up on the concrete foundation of the house that extended beyond its walls to the 
edge of the overhang. 


"lIl forewarn that just because your path to this point may have been one way, it might not be navigable in 
the same way beyond this. It could be easier to see, or it may be unmarked or unclear compared to before, 
depending on where you choose to look. Remember, you must come to it by what your senses tell you, or you 
shall find yourselves lost here forever too." 


"Are you saying there is no path?" asked Justin 


"Nonsense, mate, there's got to be," scolded Graeme. 


"Oh, there's always a path," assured Timothy. "There are many paths. The right one-" he tapped the side of 
his head and squinted with a knowing look, then a wink "is there in you." 


The wind rustled in the trees, causing a snap as a tree branch broke in the distance. The five turned to look at 
the source of noise, and then to the house, and when they turned around, Timothy seemed to have 


disappeared. 
"Oh, is he gone?" asked Mike. "He disappeared right quick" 


"Seems accurate of him," said Ray. "Taken off to some other adventure as if he just floated off. Though faster 
than I'd expect." 


The wind blew strong again. 


"We might want to get back inside -it feels like a storm is coming," warned John "No wonder he had to get 


away qui ck." 


Justin opened the back door, and they all ran inside before pushing it shut and latching it so that the wind 
could not snatch it. 


"Graeme, you make sure all the windows are shut tight,” ordered Mike. "Let's get to sleep early so we can just 
take it slow in the morning doing what we need to get ready and leave whenever the storm clears. That's two 


nights in a row with a surprise wakeup, and we really must be prepared for this next day in traveling." 


Justin shuddered as a flash of white light came through the windows, breaking apart into a colorful spectrum 
against the glass of the hanging light, and sparkling and reverberating through the room in slow motion. 


Having never experienced a thunderstorm while on acid, Ray was all but up against the window over the 
kitchen sink, staring out in awe at the bright flashing through the trees and chuckling with adrenaline as 
thunder crashed so hard that the floor seemed to rattle. 


"Everything is shut up tight, and I've got to say it's a good thing!" announced Graeme. 
He went to settle in for the night with Justin and John, just as the pattering of rain on the roof began. 


Ray and Mike stood at the kitchen window, taking in the wonder before them as the flash of lightening in the 
pure dark of the forest sparkled off of raindrops in the air -something that could never be witnessed in the 
harsh, artificial night light of cities -before they too retreated to the hallway and settled down for a long 
night's rest. 


Voices In the Sky, Could they Tell the Way? 
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Hours later, Justin and Mike were the first to wake up to patches of sun through the trees coming through 
the window as it reached that stage of rising where the sky was in full daylight, but the sun was still at eye- 


level to anyone outside so that it was nearly blinding to look anywhere but where it was behind one's back. 


The light hit Justin's sleepy eyes at just the right angle so that his nose twitched, he screwed up his face, and 


sneezed. 


Mike was stretching in a sitting position, feeling quite pleased his shoulders and back weren't sore as they were 
when he'd woken up yesterday, nor when they'd first arrived at the house after the first day of travel. Their 
downtime with Timothy had done good. 


Slowly, he turned to look at Justin, who rubbed his eyes with one hand and tried to block the sun with his 
other. 


"You had better not get sick on us too," he scolded playfully. 
Justin groaned. "Be quiet, Mike. I'm fine." 


By now, John was starting to come up from the clutches of sleep, not quite as pitifully as yesterday with the 
benefit of more than a full nights sleep, but still showing signs of illness. 


That can't be right, thought Mike. If he moved quickly, or focused on things, he still felt the effects of the acid, 
but it was confusing as to how they were still there when two entire days had passed. And how John still felt 
sick from his sensitivity by the time that the effects should have been slowly going down made Mike wonder 


if there was more to it and he was ill with something else. 


But when he slid his palm up on John's forehead under the edge of his curls, he felt cool to the touch, so it 


seemed he couldn't be ill enough for serious concern if they didn't get back for a few more days to see a 
doctor. And Mike felt that there was proof enough when a few minutes later, John sat up and climbed to his 
feet without prodding from anyone else, or help to get up without losing his balance. 


Justin turned back from where he was checking out the window. "It's still raining a bit, but it looks like it's 
stopping." 


Indeed, there were still a few residual clouds here and there outside above the trees, tossing down light rain, 


and with a light breeze, the accumulated drops up in the spring leaves of the trees shook down. 


"By the time we all are up and ready to head out, it might just be stopped then," Mike noted. "That works quite 


well." 


A deep, yawning inhale came from the floor, the sounds of coats and blankets rustling, and Ray popped his 
head up from the pillows, stretching his arms up, then settled his arms down at his side. He'd made such a 


production of it that Mike and Justin had turned to look at him. 

Ray grinned impishly and put his hands on his hips as if mimicking his showman self from his previous bands. 
"Good morning!" he said cheerfully. 

Justin chuckled. "Ray, every day | figure out more and more why John always says you're a mess!" 

Mike just laughed and went over to Ray, giving him a playful shove before helping him up. The pulling on the 
coats and blankets they'd piled up to sleep in as Ray got up ended up waking Graeme, and within ten minutes, 


they were taking turns washing up in the loo while everyone else packed up. 


Its still raining a bit, so we might as well take our time before we head out," said Mike, heading into the 


kitchen to sort through what was available to eat while Graeme put water on for tea. 


‘Its been an interesting house," said John. "And a good shelter." He looked back at the doors which they'd come 
from, contemplating a quick look back through the other rooms. However, the moisture in the air from the 
night's rain, and warmer temperature, for the storm had brought in a warm front, had swollen the door back 
to the room with the piano shut so that he could not open it. There was no other path back through to the 


other rooms either. 


"So much for that," murmured Ray, seeing John's struggle, and hearing the wood of the door creak in protest 
without opening after a few rattles of the doorknob and shoves against it. 


"What's this?" John inquired, noticing something scratched deep into the wood of the doorframe. 


"What?" asked Justin 


"If you could give me one of the lights?" asked John, rubbing his fingertip over the surface and squinting. 
Justin came over with a flashlight and shined it where John was looking. 


There was something in script that was difficult to make out, and appeared to be written in French -a 


possibility for the classical era appearance of the room through the door. 
"| wonder if the other rooms had that," John thought, "something written about them in the doorway." 


"We didn't really think to look back on the other side of the doors as we came through them," recalled Ray. 
"We just looked around the room and to the next door. That is a thought." 


"Well, we can't get back to them now," said Justin. "At least we saw this one." 


Not too much further down from the French writing, John found a less neat scrawl in the wood in English, 


which reminded him of Timothy's words. 

"A path lost for years is there in you," he read. 

"Tea's on!" hollered Graeme. 

Ray took a look at the scrawl John found. "Guess we'd best be on our way to finding it today then" 
Justin turned the flashlight off. "It's all we really can do now." 

They made their way into the kitchen area, sitting together at the small table. Mike had opened the window by 
it again, though sternly warned them all to check that it was shut before leaving so that water damage 
couldn't take place if nobody was to set foot within the house for some time. 

They sat in silence, simply taking in the view out the window, and enjoying the feeling. It was a beautiful spring 
day -just as pleasant as it got. The sun shining, the whole world of leaves and residual blossoms on the later- 
blooming trees seeming extra bright following the darkness of fog and rain, and the fresh feeling of the air 
that came after a storm. It was pleasantly warm enough that they wouldn't have to wear their coats, and 
occasionally, a light breeze put a soothing coolness in the air. 

It was far from true silence, however. The outdoors was alive with sound too. Calling birds. For springtime was 
when the songbirds sang the most, and on a day like this, there was nothing keeping them from hopping tree 
to tree and fluttering through the brush. 


John then let out a soft cry, not tearing his gaze from the window. 


"What is it?" asked Justin, turning to look, and before John pointed to the windowsill, he saw, and his eyes lit 
up. 


There was a bluebird sitting on the windowsill, singing right before them. 


"Don't anybody move or make noise," Mike warned under his breath, shooting an extra stinging look at Graeme 
and John, who were most likely to not contain their excitement. 


Ray looked on, smiling painfully, meeting eyes with Justin and John, then looking back to the bluebird. They were 
all tickled to death! 


It fluttered back up to the trees and sky above less than a minute later, but it was more than enough for the 


few seconds it was there. 


"Why how about that?" Justin whispered, gesturing to the window. "It was as though he was trying to tell us 


something -if only we could tell!" 

"That wasn't the only ore, I'd say," said John, ducking down under the table edge so he was able to see further 
up an angle out the window, and pointing up. "And they're all generally flying in the same direction They're 
circling a bit, but eventually ending up further and further...” 


He trailed off, trying to indicate the direction they were going in, which was difficult with the wall on the other 


side of the window being in the way, but the general idea was there, 
"Didn't we see from Timothy that cities were roughly to the Northeast?" asked Justin. 


"That is true -he did even say that," agreed John. "Birds usually go North in the spring -and | suppose as to 
East or West they could go either way; are they-? 


"Hold on a second" Mike peered out the window with their binoculars, then he did something quite unlike Mike 
Pinder. He got up from the table, hopped up so that he was standing on the kitchen counter, opened the window 
above it, and completely pushed his head through the opening to gauge the angle of the sun 


Graeme started laughing for how unexpected it was to see Mike standing on a counter, considering he had 


encouraged Mike to stand on tables before, and almost always, he'd refused that. 

"Graeme, quiet!" Mike hissed, trying to focus. Following the angle of the light of where the sun was rising in the 
sky, and looking at the birds calling, he could tell they were not just flying North in general, but Northeast - 
exactly the general direction they needed to be going. 

"Indeed they are, John!" Mike declared. 


"Then that's what they're telling us," Justin declared. "We've got to follow them!" 


Ray leaned across Mike's empty seat and poked his head out the window. 


"No worries if that particular flock gets ahead of us -it looks like more are coming, and | think the wind is 


mostly in the same direction" 


"We're pretty much ready now," said Mike, coming back. They were all finished by now. Graeme helped Justin 
gather up the plates and clean up while Mike did a quick sweep of the hallway and loo to check that they 
weren't about to leave anything behind. 


As requested by Mike, John folded up their coats -seeing they wouldn't need them for awhile, and struggled to 
cram them into the extra bag they'd packed the blankets and pillows in. With some help, John managed to close 
the bag as Justin compressed on the contents. It was still stuffed and bulging to the gills, but it was staying 
shut, and deciding that was good enough for all of them, it was to stay that way. 


"Wait," said John as they finally opened the back door to set out from the house for the last time. "If whoever 


was here before us left something, and possibly those before them, should we leave something too?" 


"Well, what would we put?" asked Graeme. "A doorframe isn't a place to write something fancy or intricate 


that few will see." 


"The prior rooms had something to do with who was there,” said Ray, pulling a pen from his pocket, "and if | 


had to try and describe whatever it is we seem to be becoming." 


"Ray, be careful," warned Mike as Ray pushed the pen into the wood hard enough that it pushed a crevice into 
the surface. The last thing he, or any of them wanted, was for the pen to snap under pressure and splatter 


ink all over them. 


Its the marriage of classical and rock," Ray declared, scratching in the last four letters. "Remember that for 


a chance we could mention it in the future." 
"Especially since the tabloids back home are already speculating whether we're done after this tour or if we're 
to stay," muttered Graeme darkly. It drove him crazy that everyone was so quick to question when they 


hadn't even gotten off the road to make something that would have determined that answer. 


"Graeme, please," said Ray, screwing the pen back together and putting it away. "We'll worry about that part 


once we get home." 


"Are we ready now?" asked Justin, pulling his bags back up on his shoulders, also eager for a distraction as to 


what else was happening to them beyond their sights of what they could tell. 
"Yes," said Ray. 


One by one, they followed out the door, and this time it fell shut without a creak, but just a soft click of the 
latch. 


Past the clearing around the house, there was no visible path forward, as warned. Just trees that were small 
distances apart -some with a couple of yards between, and some with barely a foot and their roots tangled up 
with brush grown all around. They would simply have to walk around the trees through the ones with wider 


gaps. 


But the breeze blew softly, and a light chatter up above signaled them to another flock of birds flying ahead, 
still on a Northeast trend, and pointing themselves that way, they were then on their way, navigating the 


forest on their own. 


Thinking is the Best Way to Travel 
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"IFs like what Timothy said about thinking," whispered Ray. 
"About how we should travel by it?" asked Justin. 


"Yes. Look at the world around us, Mike," Ray murmured. "Just look at it -it's like its on a runaway train to its 


destruction, and we're passing by unharmed and making progress without even trying to." 


As the clouds were traveling away from the sky, having done their work overnight, the sky was streaked, and 
between their forward motion, the clouds moving backwards, and the rotation of the world, it really did look as 
if their surroundings were rushing back past them at breakneck speed, and they were advancing forward 
faster than they were trying. They weren't rushing -walking at a moderate, relaxed pace as if going about it 
carefree. They hadn't found any sense in hurrying when they didn't have much sign over what to hurry after. 


A moment of silence passed, and John suddenly pointed his index finger into the air with a grin 

"| like it!" he declared. "Not the feeling sick part, or that it wasn't something we planned on doing to have 
packed for in the beginning so we aren't carrying heavy things not needed for it, but this sense of adventure 
outside if you don't consider we aren't sure how far away from home we are -l like it! There's no running 
around worrying about what time it is, what time we have to be somewhere by, and how much time we have 
to get there-" 

"A timeless day!" quipped Mike. 


"A timeless day, and we'll do whatever we want out here whenever we want to, the rest of the world be 


damned!" Graeme playfully let off one of his insane laughter imitations. 
Justin looked at Graeme, unsettled. 
‘Sorry, Justin -l'm just playing," Graeme assured. 


Justin smirked. "Remind me how | ended up out here with these hooligans?" he joked. 


Ray shrugged. "But, we still can do whatever we want when we want to and not worry about what anyone else 


thinks." 
Without warning, Mike began singing some ideas that had just stuck into his head. 


He didn't even sing it with any effort of expression -no vibrato, no long held cries between lyrics or suspension 
of syllables at the ends of lines like he'd done in the past on his more serious songs. There was only a cheerful 
bounce in the way he connected the words. It was a very innocent, immature style of singing -almost the way 
a child would sing around a fire or on a trail walk with peers at a summer camp, or how one would sing to 
pass the time doing laundry. The way that might become annoying if it went on too long, but was fun and 
passed the time to sing along the trail 


‘And you can fly, high as a kite if you want to, 
Faster than light, if you want to. 

Speeding through the universe, 

Thinking is the best way to travel!" 


He repeated it a few times, as if contemplating what other words he could put into it. On the second repeat, 
Ray and John were harmonizing with him on the last two lines. Graeme began to clap along on the offbeats - 


two and four rather than one and three -much like his unusual drumming style, giving the tune some 


definition. 


Justin tried to shift his guitar around him to get to it, but his bag was positioned that after a moment of 
struggling, it was clear that even if he managed to, he wouldn't be able to play it and walk at the same time. 
So he gave up with a roll of his eyes and curt giggle and clapped along with Graeme, who sprung a massive 


grin at the development. 


For two straight hours, they continued on singing. Mike's new idea for a good fifteen minutes then "Fly Me 
High" as they'd done on the bay, and Ray led them in "Go Now" and a few of their old favorites. They came to 
the realization that if the night on the bus was Saturday after a performance, the first day of travel was 
Sunday, and they'd spent Monday with Timothy, today was Tuesday. Seeing the sun begin to travel back down 
to the West from directly overhead, they sang "Tuesday Afternoon," and Ray pulled out his flute and played as 
they went along the way. 


By the time they'd made it through that, Mike had come up with more words for a potential second verse, and 
they were back to singing with him for awhile. 


With a ten minute stop for a short rest, they continued on As the shadows grew longer with the angle of the 
sun in the sky, the motion of the world seemed to amplify. Walking past the isolated trees that broke up the 
sun's light, it set the shadows behind them. Justin and John marveled how each time they passed a tree, it 
reset the shadows at an angle behind them, then as they walked forward, their shadows seemed to quicken 


their paces, before running ahead of them until the angle was nearly in line with their path and disappearing, 


lost in the shadow of the next isolated tree several feet forward. 


The rushing motion of the world itself became visible again in even more vibrant colors as the sun began to 
set to the horizon Ray and Mike went off into one of their mystic conversations again, so to pass the time, 
Graeme told Justin and John funny stories of experiences he'd had with Ray and Mike prior to Justin and 
John's entry to the band. Many of them, he had told before, but were still plenty funny -more for the ways 
which Graeme told them than what actually happened. 


"You see, Justin -and you joke about Graeme being a hooligan!" John laughed after Graeme told a story about 


a ruckus Denny Laine had started with everyone backstage. 

Justin just shook his head and sighed with a defeated grin. 

By a few more hours, the sun was almost down, but here, the forest was sparse with the trees, in a near 
clearing that stretched for miles. There were still trees all around in all directions, and looking into the distance 
with binoculars, it was almost certain they'd encounter more thick tree canopies as they'd seen all day on the 
first day of travel. However, tonight it was lucky. With no place to stay, the clear sky meant the stars and 
moon could shine through enough that it wasn't pitch dark on the ground, and they had visibility to watch for 
potential dangers should they stop and take shifts for sleep and keeping watch. 

"How far do you reckon we've made it today?" asked John once the last orange streaks of sunlight faded and 
they were walking by the light of the moon, the stars, and a little bit of help from their lamps just to see the 
ground for any tripping hazards. 

"Hard to say, mate -we really haven't been paying attention," said Ray. 


Graeme beamed. "It's not hard for me to say its at least been fun!" 


"Well, we got a late start, but we haven't been as cautious about it -we can't compare to the first day with 


water travel -but we've probably made good time,’ Mike reasoned. 
"Especially good time for going it on our own now," Justin added. 


After a few minutes of silence, Graeme decided while they were still in the topic to figure out what they were 


to do through the night. 


"Are we continuing all night, stopping for a moment's rest here and there, camping out for a time, or what?" 
he asked. "I'm fine to keep going, but | wouldn't want any of you all to feel we can't stop if we need to." 


"Whatever you would like to do. | could do with a quick break soon, but we shouldn't need to stop for long,” said 
Justin. 


John yawned and nodded. He was visibly tired, but content to keep on trucking as long as there would be time 


to rest whenever everyone else was ready to stop. 


With a cautious eye, Ray could see Mike limping a bit and occasionally tugging on the straps of his bags and 
rubbing his shoulders. Without a doubt, his burden was the heaviest, and though he kept in good spirits and 
continued along with little complaint, Ray wasn't blind to his discomfort. 


"Let's stop for a bit. We don't have to stay the full right, but let's camp out for a few hours -just so that 
we don't overdo it and get someone hurt," Ray decided. "Rushing isn't going to do us any good if one of us can't 
go any further." 

“Alrighty then" Graeme looked about the ground. "Let's find a good place to settle down. Preferably away from 
any of these trees here and there so we're not on tree roots, and so we have some grass cover on the 


ground." 


After five minutes more of wandering, they found a spot in the clearing with a thick covering of grass that 
wasn't too moist from rain or fog that they could feel. 


"Our bags might get a little damp, but it's not muddy or gross," said John, standing back up from where he 
knelt down, pressing his palm into the grass and soft ground, pulling it back with cool grass blades, but free of 
dirt stains. "This is probably as good as we'll find if it was raining out here like it was back in the deep woods 
overnight" 

"Alright then, drop it all down and let's stop," ceded Justin, shedding his bags and heaving a sigh. 

"Nothing better than being able to put these down, is there?" Graeme chuckled, also shedding his luggage. 

Mike started to try and slowly lower himself to a sitting position so that he could take the mellotron off 
safely. When he lifted one of his legs slightly to tuck it underneath himself so he could lower down cautiously, 
and the weight of it on his back pulled him so he swayed back dangerously. He managed to firmly plant his foot 
back and lean forward at the last possible second before crashing over backwards. 

"Whoa-" started Ray, reaching his hands out and heading toward Mike so he was poised to catch him if he fell. 
Oh, whew! That was close! Mike thought to himself. 


John also headed toward Mike. "Mike, could you use some-" 


Mike blew out a shaky exhale and turned and gave Ray and John a sheepish look at being caught in such a 
struggle. 


"-Help? Yes please, that would be great!" 


Ray caught a fit of laughter, and John followed him in giggles as the two of them steadied Mike and helped him 


get the mellotron back off without dropping it so that he could sit on the ground without falling. 


"OF course, mate," Ray chuckled. By the time Mike got down to the ground, he was laughing softly too, and the 


contagiousness of it had pulled Justin and Graeme in. 

"Who should take the first shift awake?" asked Ray. 

Without question, not John, they decided. He was already curled up with his head on his bag, falling asleep. 
"| will," decided Graeme. 

"You sure, mate?" asked Mike. 


‘Im not tired," Graeme quipped. "You know me well enough -unless you wake me up at some ungodly hour, I'm 
a night owl who could party and run all night!" 


“Alright then," said Ray. "You only owe us an hour before you get someone else. I'd be well to take over for 


you whenever you wish. The only reason we count time now is so that it's fair." 


"I could take over too," Mike added. "If you get Ray first, then Ray, you can get me when you're ready. I'd say 


we can get John next, and then Justin -we'll go in order of our ages." 


"Fair enough," said Graeme. Justin also nodded his agreement, and the rest settled down, leaving Graeme sitting 


to keep watch in the dark and quiet of the night. 


Quietly, he dug a pair of drumsticks out of his bag and tapped them softly on the ground for the sake of 
adding something enjoyable in counting the passing time. 


A soft breeze blew through the clearing. The temperature was pleasant for spring. Looking at the stars and 
the tree line, the motion of the world was still visible -if far more subtle than with the multitude of colors 


through the turning of the day and night. 

Í love the night, Graeme thought to himself. 

It was the time, he felt, not only when one could rest, but when one could be their true self uninhibited. 
He'd quickly found that out for certain this tour. After evenings of playing the club circuit before getting a 
break with Decca and doing Days of Future Passed, performing where nobody took anything seriously, Graeme 
found that late night concerts followed by backstage parties and hanging out were his element. Daytime 
performances and festivals were fine too, but there was less rush and hurry with the nighttime ones. 


Everyone was simply there to have a good time, and there wasn't any pretentiousness to it. 


And by the time they finished nobody cared what they were to do afterward like they may have during the 


day. If Graeme was tired and wanted to crash out on the first sofa he saw backstage, nobody minded. Stay in 
a hot shower for a half-hour straight? With a late night performance, it was likely any acts to follow them 
were done getting ready, and he had no reason to rush getting out. Party and dance like a lunatic in the 
dressing room? Chances are, anyone up to see him do that we're doing something along the same lines 
theirselves and had no reason to judge him for it. Heck, he'd one time hopped right up on a table backstage, to 
the immense amusement of Ray and John. They had a ball backstage that night! 


Then there were the nights like these, in peace and quiet under a clear sky full of stars. The nights where he 
did not choose to sleep or party, but sit with his own thoughts with no shame over how serious or silly they 
might be. The nights where some other side of his subconscious woke up, and might find a way to weave some 
of the things he'd recently thought, said, or done into some poetic meaning. Maybe he was up alone on the bus, 
or sitting outside of some hotel building they occasionally stopped into. 

Tonight, they weren't at either, but the stars were brighter than ever in the sky, and away from the rush of 
road noise and society, it had some even deeper meaning for Graeme to think on. They'd had an uninhibited, 
carefree day, and a night following it in this world seemed to be an entirely new experience, going into it 


already relaxed. 


After twenty minutes in silence, he heard rustling of movement on their coats, a sigh, and a soft moan. Then 
Justin sat up. 


"Graeme, | can't sleep," he pouted. 

"Can't sleep?" 

"No, | can't" 

"What for?" asked Graeme, sidling up to Justin and putting his arm around him. "Something the matter?" 
"| dort know; I just can't, Too keyed up, | guess. Thoughts are running and | can't bloody turn them of 
Graeme smiled softly. 

"Sit up with me here for a bit. Trying to force those away lying down doesn't work too well for that 


"I can tell," said Justin with great sarcasm, eyes going down to Graeme's drumsticks and the grass. "What are 


you doing while you're up?" 


‘Counting the minutes, thinking about things myself, but really just watching the world. Look up above the tree 


line at the stars. See how calm it is out here?" Graeme whispered. 


With the stars against the tree line, Graeme and Justin sat alone in the night, watching the motion of the 
world turning to the light, subconscious, rhythmic patter of Graeme's drumstick tapping the grass, counting 


the seconds as they ran into minutes, and the minutes as they ran into an hour. 


Graeme opted to stay up for another hour, continuing to count by drumming the ground softly. By an hour 
and a half in of the steady rhythm and watching the world turn, he could see Justin was finally starting to 
look somewhat sleepy. He was just finally dropping off into sleep when Graeme hit the second hour and decided 
he probably should sleep even if he wasn't tired, knowing what awaited them all. 


Mike took over, wagging a finger at Graeme as if to scold him for taking a second hour -that was until he 
heard that Justin had been unable to sleep and probably didn't need to end up sitting up later. 


Graeme was out just about as soon as he lay over. Mike sat up and watched the stars, feeling and seeing the 
same motion of the world, and he pointed it out to Ray before he went back to sleep, leaving him awake in the 


night. 


John struggled to wake up for the final hour, coming back to consciousness with his headache returned. 
However, by the time that hour passed, he'd had an hour awake to adjust to it and be passed the worst of 
the ill feeling and ready to continue on once the others were up. As soon as they were packed up and had Mike 


helped back up with the mellotron, they took off. 


The sky was still dark, with just a slight lift to it -the horizon being a dark navy color as opposed to pitch 
black. It was early morning, and judging by the distance they could see, Graeme predicted they'd be reaching 
the end of the field and going back into the trees by the time the sun was up. 


Within an hour, the sun was visible on the horizon, coloring the sky with casts of orange and pink on a mid- 
toned blue. Sure enough, the tree line was a mere few yards of them, and as they were getting up to them, a 
strong, strong wind pushed so that the top branches of the trees bent over slightly along the direction of 
their path -Northeast, but directed slightly more to the North than to the East compared to their orientation 


"Are we to take that as a sign?" asked Justin 
Ray shrugged. "That's for us to decide, mate; we're on our own, remember?" 


"Well, | say its the best sign we've gotten since yesterday, and it's still consistent, so we'll go with it," Mike 


declared. 


"Because ‘thinking is the best way to travel," Ray quipped, nudging Mike in the arm until both were laughing 
and singing again. With a direction chosen, they continued on into the heavy cover of the woods again and on 
their way to what all hoped would soon be home. 


Visions of Paradise 


Author's Notes: 

There's a beauty to this song, and one | can only hope managed to be done justice by this chapter. But there's 
a shift in the mood from the upbeat of the last two. Its changing directions and has moved quite a bit -and 
still is moving. Any Moodies fan knows where the emotions might go over this chapter and the next -stay 
tuned to see how they handle it! Also, with the layout, this chapter kind of bleeds into the next and they mesh 
(not unlike how the songs on the older albums flow together and sometimes even fade in and out), so there will 
be a few references to Visions of Paradise in the next chapter, but turned in a way that makes it applicable to 
The Actor too. That should not be too long of a wait, as it is mostly written. Also, as promised, | drew for this 
chapter. https://orig00.deviantartnet/4faa/f/2018/259/b/5/visions_of_paradise_by_northwesthokier ock- 
denigxhjpg This is what the boys see coming out of the forest, albeit my ceiling light washed it out some (this 
dorm room is a doom cave for lighting!) And.. poor Mike. It's kind of indicative of the future for The Moodies, 
which is why it had to be him, but still. Poor Mike. 


It wasn't that the good spirits had run out or that in the past eight hours of walking through the woods that 
anybody had a turn of opinion that perhaps thinking was the best way to travel, but as the sun crossed the 
direct overhead position above the trees to slowly begin its wane with the day, Ray, Justin, Mike, and John had 
all collectively decided that they were done singing. One by one, they had dropped off, and Graeme's clapping 


slowed. 


And over the two hours that followed, the small glances they sneaked between each other proved that while 
nobody would say it, they were all questioning when the trees would finally end, and if there would be any 


break in the monotonous surroundings. 


Justin had poked Graeme and Ray and was about to finally voice the concern he'd held back -and very 
patiently so for his temperament -when the gaps in the trees grew larger, and John pointed ahead. 


"What's that ahead? So many colors..." 


"Something -what?" Ray paused and looked ahead, going quiet. His eyes widened, and he began walking again 
toward it with a quickened pace. His bandmates followed suit, only slowing down as Ray did when the trees 
loosened up to a full clearing, and the source of the bright blue, purple, pink, and yellow flashes ahead stood 
before them, unobstructed. 


Several open trellises of wisteria in its flowering stage stood ahead, and in a break in them, a wooden gate with 
an archway over it where the purple, flowering vine grew. Along the bottom, daffodils were starting to show 
off their bright flashes of orange and yellow. Stepping stones led just inside the gate, and long, dark green 
ornamental grasses secluded an alcove of hedges and evergreen trees around stone benches and a drainage 


pond to the right of the gate away from the rest of the garden and hillside. It appeared to connect to a pump 


to make a small, stone-laden waterfall down the hill, though the extent of it was blocked by an unusually 


vibrant cherry blossom tree that clashed in the most breathtaking way against the blue sky. 
"Its beautiful," whispered John. 


"It's like a courtyard," murmured Graeme. "Like one of those manors one you could see on the outskirts of the 


suburbs." 


"Perhaps we're close?" asked Justin, pointing behind himself. "| dare say it's too good to be true seeing it after 


however long we were in all thar." 
"We may very well be," mused Mike through a strained voice. "Look at this around us -up ahead" 


Most of them were surprised to hear Mike speak He'd been as quiet as he'd been the whole time they'd been 
in travel for the past few hours, and had barely so much as made eye contact with anyone. He had also 
slipped backwards, lagging behind so that now it was Justin and Graeme leading the way, John closely with 
them, followed by Ray -who had hung back with Mike. It was a stark difference from the morning and the 
preceding day, when Mike was often the one leading. 


His steps were unsteady, and the others were already silently planning how they were going to stop tonight and 
spend more time down to allow him some rest, or if they could convince a changing of baggage duties to take 
the mellotron off his shoulders for awhile. But Mike had yet to complain of whatever discomfort he had, and 
they didn't dare say a word and risk embarrassing him. He would either tell them, or they'd find a place to 
stop and stay there before he did. 


They continued down the more open section of the garden, consisting of a grass field that over a hill ran down 
to a more marked path of early blooming flowers, split off by more tree and shrub alcoves that hid what was 
beyond every corner. A lot of the landscape was still overgrown with winter weeds in sections, clearly not 
having been completed of spring maintenance. Trees and hedges seemed to wall it off further down the way, 
and the outline of more trellises were visible even further down. 


"Who knows how far this goes, and what's inside it," mused Ray. "There must be some home or structure 


nearby, and how many others beyond this property is even further beyond me." 


"There's no need in taking it slow -if we're close, we might as well pick up the pace," said Justin. "I know what 


Timothy said, but-" 
"Hey, if we're also close, we've got that as a reason not to rush." Graeme playfully clapped his hands on 
Justin's shoulders. "If we've been out here this long and we've been alright, an extra hour or two if we're close 


certainly can't hurt too much." 


Mike spoke again. "There's no need to waste energy running when we'll eventually get there." 


"It really is quite pretty," John whispered, still in wonder. He stopped every few feet, looking up and slowly 


circling around to view his surroundings. 


Each time he resumed walking, he stumbled a bit after the motion of turning, and wiped at his eyes. After 
days of him being sick, not one of them tried to sort out whether his watering eyes were a reflex against the 
brightness, a reaction to all the blooming plants, or if the bright colors on top of little sleep were playing on 


his emotions. 


The path of occasional slate stones in the grass ran into an established path further down the hill where the 
ground leveled out in the valley. It was a gravel of sorts, not the typical kind of small, broken up rocks, but of 
shell fragments. The addition of a solid path did not change the convoluted layout, and the gravel added a 
resistance that wasn't so friendly on fatigued legs -or at least not as friendly as its guests had hoped. 


"Is a good thing the flowers are slightly different around each bend, otherwise I'd think we were walking in 
circles," Justin muttered, kicking the toe of his shoe into the shells. 


"Look at it this way, if we were walking in circles, at least we wouldn't be walking past something unpleasant 


each time." 


Ray was walking about on the trail grinning like he'd lost his marbles. Graeme and Justin sent each other silent 
looks, questioning without word how he wasn't in pain from smiling so hard. For John, it was contagious, and 
pretty soon he was grinning too, which put pressure on the corners of his eyes and exacerbated his 


predicament. 
Graeme finally took pity on him and helped him dig his handkerchief out of his bag. "Good lord, mate. Allergies?" 


John laughed aloud with such fatigue that it almost did come out like a sob and he properly dried his eyes. 


"That, too bright, or l'm emotional -| really don't know. I'm fine!" 
Ray laughed then too, and Justin shook his head with a low groan 


| say that is lack of sleep right there!" declared Graeme. That prompted hearty laughter across the four, and 
even Mike forced out the start of a laugh. 


However, the amusement didn't last long. Another curve in the path brought them through another circled off 
alcove of bushes, and another set of stone benches around a small pond that was strangely emptied of water. 
This one wasn't connected to a pumped stream like some of the others, and being low on the hill, was 


presumably for drainage. At least that was what Graeme and Justin decided after Ray pointed it out. 
"Is got a good purpose," said Ray. "Too bad it looks kind of sad, empty like this." 


"The rest of you are going to have to pardon me," said Mike. His voice was pained, and the pond was instantly 
forgotten. 


"What?" Justin turned to look at Mike, who had been reaching under the straps to run his shoulders, and 
sticking his hands behind his mellotron to grip at his back for the past couple of hours. Now he was the one 
lagging behind, and upon the sight of another stone bench in the garden distracting him from the iron will he'd 
kept going by, he'd hit the threshold where he couldn't continue without stopping for some time. 


‘I'm sorry, but." Mike trailed off, and with a soft whimper as he bent his knees, he lowered himself down to 
sit on the end of the bench, legs off the side so the platform also supported his mellotron. Leaning back so 
that it was entirely on the bench and off his back and shoulders, he blew out a sigh, closed his eyes, and 
draped the back of his wrist across his forehead as if in agony. 


It was the first time in the whole trip anyone had seen Mike nearly lose his resolve or appear as though he 
could not keep on any longer. There was little surprise by it considering the conditions -keeping going most of 
the night with the sheer weight of the mellotron on his back had to cause unearthly pain after some amount 


of time. 

Justin looked on at Mike wearily and gulped, shaken by this. Of any of them to collapse -Mike? Mike who could 
put a mellotron back together when its tapes came undone? Mike who seemed to be able to come up with a 
plan for the most unexpected situations on the fly? How were they to continue if Mike couldn't? Surely, there 
was some way, but Justin wasn't ready to fathom that one anytime soon. 


Ray reached out to him. "Mike, mate-" 


"-'ll be alright to go on soon once I've had a moment to get my bearings - promise; I'll push through. Its not 


that bad-" 
"-Yes it isl" Justin shouted. 
"Justin, don't-" Graeme warned. 


Mike shifted, trying to assess the pain in his lower back and legs without getting up too fast. "-I've dealt with 


worse pain; no it's not-" 
"-Yes, it is." 


Everyone -even Mike -turned to look at John, not having expected to hear it from him. His voice was soft, 


timid, low -but stern. 


"Mike, I've been sick the entire time we have been lost out here, and all of you have done what was possible to 
keep me from being in any more discomfort than what was out of our control. There is no reason -it doesn't 
matter that I'm younger! -why we shouldn't do the same thing for you, nor is there a reason why we won't. 


Don't go pretending that you're fine for us.” 


An visible uneasiness settled on Mike as he found no words to respond. 


"Let us take care of you," John insisted. "If we need to stay in this garden all afternoon and all night, then 
that's what we've got to do." 


"Take all the time you need, mate. I'll stay right with you. Graeme, perhaps it's best if you looked around this 
place with Justin and John. See if there's any place we could take shelter for awhile." Ray pointed to the sky, 
where threatening clouds stood in the distance, slowly edging away the blue overhead. "We might need it rather 


soon if we don't wish to be drenched" 


Without even waiting, Justin and John sprang forward, even with the limp in Justin's step and John's inability to 
go anywhere fast in a straight line or without staggering. They took off through another gate, this one with 
honeysuckle about it, to see where they might find a place. For a garden of this size being so healthy looking, 
there had to be at least some sort of shed or greenhouse they could pile into during the storm. 


"Any bets as to who finds it first?" John asked playfully, somehow feeling the urge to act child-like while 


running through a garden in bloom. 
"You've got it -its onl" challenged Justin, speeding up. 


"Will you two rascals wait up for me?" Graeme scolded, setting his bags down by Mike and Ray to help his 
efforts in catching up to them. "Not far! Stay in sight!" 


"| think | see some sort of structure through there -some sort of clear that looks like a greenhouse roof" 
John pointed to a line of trees, nearly toppling over in his attempt to look over his shoulder whilst running 
forward. 


Justin followed hot on his heels. "Let's go, and carefull" 


"Whatever happened to ‘not far’, you two?" Graeme scolded, catching up with them past the tree line -which 
put them well out of sight of Ray and Mike, but not out of the sound of Ray's flute. 


It descended on a scale, ending on a foreboding note as he played around with patterns to pass the time. The 
pattern repeated, but then he lifted it to a brighter, gentler, soaring melody. 


Its rather fitting," Justin murmured, nodding his reference to Ray's melody. "I know Ray often likes to write 
on his own, but | might ask if | could make something of that with him." 


"How many turns do you think itll take to get to whatever it is you saw?" asked Graeme, forgetting the flute 


for now. 


"lm not certain, but | know where | saw it, so | know we'll have to loop around back to the right of us with 


these sections," said John. 


"Like this!" Justin darted off the path and through a gap in the bushes, bypassing a whole loop. 


Graeme feigned a growl in the back of his throat as he and John followed, not having a choice if they didn't 
intend to get lost in the turns. 


"Jus, for pity's sake!" 

“There's a greenhouse!” Justin pointed to a small structure tucked in an alcove of bushes and shrubs alongside 
the shell gravel path. In the front, it appeared to be a frame with reinforced, translucent clear sheets designed 
to let enough light in, but not get blown apart by wind. 


"It doesn't look like it's got much space, but it could work out," said John. 


"Lets get a look at it before we decide." Graeme continued along. "We can take note of this, but perhaps we'll 


look further." 


Justin pulled the door handle, and the door opened with ease. Getting in wasn't a problem. However, as they'd 
feared, what looked alright from the front wasn't in the same condition all the way through. 


"What are we to do?" John picked up the plastic fallen down from the roof along the back. 

"Well, that sure was bright on somebody's part to store this like tha7," Justin grumbled, pointing to a pole saw 
propped against an empty bench along the back, leaning against the frame. Somebody wrestling for a certain 
tool could have easily knocked it into the plastic and torn it up, and with pressure from outside wind, he had no 


doubt as to how the damage was done. 


John dropped the plastic. "It's punctured and torn to shreds in spots -even if we figured out a way to put it 


up, it wouldn't keep enough rain out." 
"We'll figure out something. Though it's anyone's mystery as to what," groaned Justin 


"We might have something in our bags, but there's got to be something better." Graeme assessed the support 
structure. "This isn't safe if lightening comes through either, with the exposed metal and plastic." 


Just as he said it, a loud crackle of thunder echoed in the distant sky, which was no longer the clear blue it 
had been on their arrival. It was getting darker by the second. 


"Wonderful. As if things weren't bad enough already." 


"Aw, come on, Jus! You can't tell me that carrying on like that helps us any." Graeme walked back out in the 


garden. "Come on, let's keep going down the path then. And give warning before running off!" 


Not much further along, the path narrowed with spruce trees up around it, and a brick pathway replaced the 


gravel. 


"A marked path with a garden. It practically does look like home," John sighed, sounding somewhat delirious. 
"Could it be possible it extends far enough that it would get us in a neighborhood near home?" 


Justin glared. "That would be asking too much! We'll be lucky if it's not so far out in the suburb that it's still 


miles from any city." 
"That's still better than it could be-" 


"Alright, you two; come onl" scolded Graeme. "You were just running and playing a minute ago and there's no 


sense in bickering here!" 


| wasn't trying to bick- what's this?!" Justin lost all thought of contradicting Graeme as they came around a 
corner in the path and saw what was beyond the taller spruce trees. 


A brick cottage stood before them, with only the front, and part of one side exposed from where trees grew 
all around it. It was a single story and rather compact, suggesting it to be more of a countryside home than a 
suburban manor -unless a smaller home off from a larger property. 


| knew there had to be a house somewhere in all of this!" insisted Graeme, holding his head up triumphantly. 


"Do you suppose someone lives here who we could ask for help, or could we take up in it for a night if it's 


empty?" asked Justin 
‘Only one way to find out," John offered, beginning to approach the door to knock. 


"Let's take a look first." Now Graeme led Justin and John about the narrow space around the outside, looking 


for doors, through windows, and searching for signs of life. 


"No lights on" Justin stood on his toes to look in the windows on the sides that were up too high for Graeme 
to see in. They'd already told John strictly to not stand on his toes as long as he was dizzy. 


"It looks quite homey and lived in otherwise," said Graeme, looking inside a low bay window on a living room. 
"Well, we've searched for the obvious. Now let's knock." John led around this time, and neither Justin nor 
Graeme made any deal of it. John might have been sick, but that wouldn't ever stop him from wanting to do 
anything to help when he saw someone hurting. 


When he pulled the screen storm door open to access the knocker on the solid door, a slip of paper flew out. 


"Hmm?" John whimpered, freezing in place. 


Graeme picked it up and unfolded the paper. "Let's have a look, shall we?" 
John and Justin sat down on the stoop on either side of him as they read the note in silence. 


Not all those who wander are lost, so goes the old saying. However, that's not to assume the wanderer how much 


longer they have fo go, and both the lost and the sure need a resting place. 


The cottage here is maintained when vacant, and is open to weary travelers. Should you need if, make yourself at 


home before continuing along your way. 
-Blue Onyx 


"That seems too suspicious." Justin shook his head. "It's too good to be true that someone would do that; for 


all we know, we're just having visions because it's what we want to see." 


"Well, that certainly didn't stop us from taking up the house in the woods." Graeme shrugged as he leaned on 
the wrought iron railing along the three front steps. It was painted a dark green to complement the bricks and 
spruce trees, and looked just as quaint as it looked and felt real. "We didn't give it a second thought." 


"To be fair, it looked abandoned from the outside, and it wasn't in a place where one would expect someone to 
be living," John tried, trying to lend Justin some verification "Even if from the inside it was different. But it 
still ended up alright." 


"Going along with Timothy too. Either way, we don't have much choice in this matter." Graeme pointed to the 
sky as thunder rolled in the distance again. "We either take what we've got here even if it is a vision, or push 
on through the storm. And if we push on, we carry Mike against his will, no matter how difficult he chooses 


to make that." 


Justin gulped, feeling a chill in the air as the changing pressure began working itself on the temperature. "l 
suppose you're right there. He'll be stubborn of that even if it doesn't hurt his pride.’ 


"Lets go get Mike and bring him here. Right now," said John. 
There was a wince in his voice; the pressure change was undoubtably playing havoc on his headache, but it 
hadn't been enough to kill the playful spirit he'd worked up on his arrival, because he clapped his hand on 


Justin's shoulder and managed a weak grin. 


"Come on, I'll race you back to them!" 


That was all it took to shake off the damper on the good mood they'd had before Mike hit his wall. Even under 
the weight of their bags, John and Justin chased each other back up the hill, if with more struggle in their 
gaits. Graeme followed behind, chuckling at how it made his figurative little brothers look like frolicking children, 


forgetting the circumstances. At a glance, they could be two brothers chasing each other through the garden 
to sneak in one last race before having to run inside before the rain started -or before giving it up to being 


soaked, because playing in the rain for just a little bit hardly hurt anyone. 


Mike was already getting steadily to his feet with help from Ray by the time they got back to him. He was 
just about to declare himself fit to keep going -‘whatever Mother Nature chose to throw at them be damned! 
-against Ray's judgement when John broke the news through panting. 


"We've got a place to stay.. And we've got permission right on the door! Like it or not, we're staying here. 


Somebody has given us the welcome out of the kindness of their heart -without even seeing us.. 


"We take it, and we stay here through the night, or however long it takes to stop raining and to know that 
Mike's okay." 


Playing The Actor 


Author's Notes: 

The drama in this chapter -because it had to be that way! The best way | supposed | could incorporate the 
swing of emotions in The Actor into this fic while staying along the lines of the story was to have somebody 
finally crack emotionally (as the song can sometimes make listeners do), and being the one who wrote it, 
Justin's high-strung and tense self is coming undone here. Lucky for him, Graeme is there, and he does have a 


serious side under all his silly acts, so angst resolves with some fluffy hurt/comfort, because why not? 


It was slow going up the walkway to the cottage. Mostly because of the insistence that they go slow for Mike, 
despite his protests that he was fine. 


"You're not being entirely convincing of that right now," Justin warned, seeing Mike stumble on an uneven 


portion of ground, and the way the corners of his mouth pulled up uncomfortably at the motion. 


"We'll put it this way; it's not as if we're going to give you any other choice in the matter." Graeme was more 


joking, trying to lift the mood, but there was a hint of trouble beneath his tone. 
| myself am a bit tired," said Ray, patting Mike on the shoulder. "I would prefer to walk slow." 


Mike tried to smile at that. Ray pulling some of the concern onto himself so that he wouldn't have it resting 
on his sense of pride that he was the only one having difficulty. 


No less than a minute after they'd all gotten inside and closed the door behind them, the sky cracked loose 
with another roar of thunder and threw down its burden in windblown sheets of rain. It threw down its burden 


just as eagerly as they threw down their bags just inside the front door. 


"Well, that's convenient we're in then," Graeme remarked as he and Ray helped Mike over to the couch to 


safely shed the burden of the mellotron 

"We all have to stop for this, and we can't control rain like this anyway," tried Ray. 
"Kl be alright" Mike insisted, trying to stand up once the mellotron was of 
Graeme held his arms out, trying to block Mike's way back up. "Stay down!" 

"All of you, please stop fussing -Graeme-" 


"Stay down" 


"Could you please.” 


Ray pulled Graeme back. "Perhaps let him up for a moment to stretch out, and then you need to stay down 


and rest." 


"What's that noise?" asked Justin, sounding annoyed the his first attempt to ask had been completely ignored. 
"Everyone, be quiet!" 


Mike used it as an excuse to get up and stretch without weight in his shoulders as he'd hoped. The living room 
doorways were curtained, and Ray made quick work of grabbing the ends and tying them back with the ribbons 


to leave them open 

Mike tried to follow the sound. He stopped in the doorway of the kitchen 

"Definitely in here." 

"Is that a cat?" asked Justin, now that he was closer and could hear the sound more clearly. 


John began sliding aside the lighter curtains on the kitchen window rods. On one of the windows above the sink, 
the motion revealed a fluffy orange and white figure pressed against the glass. 


‘Oh, bless your little soull" John cranked open the casement window just long enough for the cat to scamper 
through. It hopped down into the kitchen sink, shook its back legs off behind itself with an indignant look to 
scorn having been left out in the storm like an unwanted problem, and with a flying leap, jumped down and 


disappeared to some dark, secluded corner to lick itself dry. 


"Well, now | suppose we're all in," murmured Ray, seeming to have most of the good mood pulled out of him by 
the pitiful sight. "We may as well settle in and get comfortable; it's not as though we have any point in going 
about with it like that outside." 


"May as well," Justin muttered darkly, blowing out a sarcastic huff through his nose and making his way to 


the living room alongside his mates. 


It was a rather spacious living room, and though there was a stairwell in the corner of the mudroom that 
likely led to a bedroom, not one of them had an intention of finding it for now. The bay window and the ottoman 
set beside it was inviting, as was the warmth of the wooden floor and chair rails, the curtains and thick rugs, 
and the sofas and two armchairs arranged around the rectangular coffee table in the larger alcove of the 
room. Two smaller armchairs were arranged beneath a regular window, framed by shelves with various 


pictures and decor. 


John curled up in an armchair by the coffee table and all but passed out. Several taps on his shoulders and 


playing with his hair proved he was out for the count for the next few hours. 


"Poor thing is absolutely knackered,” remarked Ray, tousling John's curls a final time and dropping the blanket 
from the back of the chair over him. 


"We all are to a point, mate," sighed Mike. 


"True. He's been sick on and off the whole time, and | can't reckon how you've managed that until now without 


a problem." 
Mike shrugged, before stretching his arms out at a sharp angle behind himself to stop a muscle spasm. "Not 
much of a choice. Its the best we've got, and its worth that much. Its worth more than that. This pain is 


nothing, and it will pass." 


He sat down gingerly on the bay window platform, and though he tried to pass it off as less than it was, 
anyone could have heard the catch in Mike's breathing as he stifled a whimper. 


"It may be thundering, but the storm is relaxing to watch." With a pillow from the couch, Mike leaned against 
the bay wall and managed to find a position that gave him relief. 


"IIl watch with you." Ray immediately took up the free space left in the window. 

“Alright, the lot of you can sit up and watch the rain if you wish, but | say John's got the right ideal" Graeme 
threw himself down on the sofa so hard that a light whump! could be heard even over the sound of the rain 
across the room in the window bay. Mike and Ray gratified his show of drama by grinning with amusement. 
Justin sat down in an arm chair by the window and looked outside. He frowned, got up to retrieve his guitar, 
and returned, picking out a gentle pattern. Not overly-bright, but when Ray decided to pull his flute out and 
try to play along, he switched keys, turning to a minor-key pattern, deciding it matched the dark clouds and 
pounding rain washing over the bricks outside the front of the cottage. 


With a sigh, Ray changed keys and tried to figure out how to follow Justin's spontaneous change of pattern. 


"So you two have decided to suddenly be morose about it then?" Mike raised his eyebrows as he gave Ray the 


side eye. 
"lll admit," Ray sighed, setting his flute down, "it's so rainy out, perhaps it is fitting." 
Justin abruptly stopped his fingerpicking and looked up with an indignant sneer pulling his lips. 


"Oh, so l'm not allowed to play what | feel like playing in my own guitar when there's nothing else to do?" he 
snapped. 


"Relax, mate," Mike groaned. "I was just asking if there was a reason for such a quick switch. It's a nice tune." 


He turned back to the window, watching as around the bends of the trees, a figure appeared, running up the 


hill of the garden beyond the house which they had not yet explored. 


It appeared to be a woman, clutching an umbrella and gardening basket against the tear of the wind. She had a 
floppy blue garden hat obstructing most of her features aside from hair so dark it was nearly black, secured 
on with a clashing golden-yellow ribbon. Despite the umbrella, she was only clad in a dark sailor dress and left 
vulnerable to the wind-driven rain It wasn't long before she slipped out of site to some other part of the 


property, likely to take cover from the storm. 
| wonder if that's the so called ‘Blue Onyx' who left the note," Justin questioned, picking his guitar back up. 


"| suppose by her appearance | could see how she chose such a cryptic name, though why is something | can't 


seem to grasp." 


"We still aren't certain where we are," Mike pointed out. "Depending, it might be somewhat risky to simply 
throw out an identity to anyone who just happened to be passing through in need of shelter. We ought to 
consider ourselves lucky; most wouldn't dare do such a thing outside of a registered hostel, and | don't think 


this is one." 


"Perhaps it's historical property that was purchased and they just chose to do something different with the 


smaller buildings aside from only making them viewable from the outside only?" Ray tried. 
"We don't know what this place is, so that's a stretch of a guess if there ever was one!" 


"There's no need to be critical" Ray looked defeated as he glanced about the room, taken aback by Justin's 
volatile attitude. "Do you get the impression by her dress colors and by any of the decorations in here that 
she might have family in the military?" 


Mike snapped his head away from the window. 


A display of nautical memorabilia on more than one of the shelves about the room seemed to suggest an 
owner of the property had plenty family members and loved ones out at sea. On the walls, some of the wood 
trim was decorated as such too -ship wheels and anchors, and the dark blue paint above the chair rail trim 


clashing with the white below it all seemed to suggest the same things. 

"Somebody related to whoever owns this place must be in the Navy," he mused. 

“Blue onyx' would be a good way to describe the color of the sea water on a less stormy day too.” Justin 
sneaked a look through the room before continuing to watch out the window, without stopping his nervous 


fingerpicking this time as he grew quieter, shrinking back in his chair. 


"Whoever knows how many people live here if there's some other house on the property. Maybe someone here 


invites travelers to stop in because they lost a spouse or family member in the war?" 


"That would be tragic, but it would explain not wanting to have much direct use of this house." Ray picked up 
his flute and played a mournful ascending arpeggio against Justin guitar. "It might not necessarily be like that." 


‘I've gotten to wonder if its not about loneliness." Mike shrugged his shoulders, questionably as to whether it 
was a gesture of thought or if he was using the subject at hand to hide shaking out a spasm, and he deflected 
his eyes from Ray's look of concern. "I suppose it would be easy to consider travelers far from home, having 


someone out at sea, and hoping that they'd be treated well for the circumstances." 


"There's definitely some thought toward those traveling far from home, " Ray stood up and walked from the 
window to examine the picture frames on the coffee table by the couch. "By the way the note Graeme showed 
us was worded, I'd simply think she just has somebody, possibly more, away indefinitely and is waiting for them 


to come home." 
Silence fell as Justin's guitar stopped at the end of a rather depressing, low, descent that slowed to a stop. 
Mike didn't seem to have anything to add to Ray's theory. 


There was a small yet egregious noise as Justin turned from the window, slung his guitar off his shoulder, and 


threw it down on an armchair before swiftly leaving the room. 


Setting down an empty picture frame decorated with shells and ship wheels, Ray nudged Graeme, who was half 


asleep on the couch, then raised his eyebrows questioningly when Graeme looked up. 
"Should l-?" he whispered. 
"Leave it, Ray," sighed Graeme. 


Ray turned around and walked back to the window. He sat down with an uneasy stature and continued 


mournfully playing his flute as he had been to Justin's now-forgotten guitar. 


Graeme turned around to bury his face in the pillow and tried to go to sleep. But as he did, he felt more and 
more restless. He was so tired that his eyelids felt heavy, but his mind was turning so fast that he knew he 
wasn't going to fall asleep no matter how long he kept his eyes shut and lay still. Turning his head the other 
way from the back of the couch, he could see Mike sitting looking out the bay window, deep in thought and his 


own world, but just as restless despite it. 


He watched and waited for a few minutes, his concern growing. He didn't want to run after Justin -given it was 
quite clear from the way he'd left that he wanted to be away from them, and chasing after too soon would 
make him feel hounded. But he couldn't get his mind off of it. 


Finally, Graeme decided to go after Justin anyway. Something in his gut said that there was something wrong. 


For Justin to flounce out like that so forcefully without a word, and for even Mike to be in clear discomfort 


was backing it up that it wasn't right. 


He walked through the living room quietly, slipped through a passthrough to a small dining room of sorts, and 
another passthrough on the other side led to the kitchen 


He found Justin standing in the kitchen, back to the doorway, hunched over. His shoulders visibly hitched with 
the faint and shaky gasps shocking the otherwise-silent kitchen. He'd raised one arm up to his face before 
pulling it away, dragging his wrist across his face, the end of his sleeve bunched in his hand. 

Stomach twisting, Graeme was hardly able to feel surprised past the first glance as the sight sank in 
Tensions were rising. The situation was interesting and somewhat fun, and they'd used that to their advantage 
in keeping their spirits up. But deep down, they all knew it was terrifying -even for Graeme himself in his lack 
of seriousness -and he knew it was a given that at least one of them would break before the end of it. He 
would have sooner expected John or Ray, but they all knew that Justin couldn't stand disorder. 

It agitated him so much. Usually, it channeled out into a harmless anger. Anger however, had its limitations of 
energy before other things replaced it. Namely, fear and despair. And this wasn't the first time they'd hit a 
barrier that had caused Justin to break apart. 


Every time Graeme had seen it happen, they'd felt stuck in some way. Between the rain and Mike's injury, he 
supposed this was no different. 


He stepped forward, silent against the tile in his socks, and tapped Justin on the shoulder. 

Justin flinched, turning around. His eyes were red and his face was streaked with fresh tear trails. 

"You okay, mate?" Graeme put his hand on his shoulder. 

The question might as well have broken down every barrier preventing the youngest of the band from showing 
the fear he'd pent up. He was overwhelmingly frightened, and the tormented look he gave nearly broke 


Graeme's heart. 


He pulled Justin into his arms and held him until he could pull himself back together as Mike appeared limping 
through the doorway with equal concern. Abashed, Justin tried to muffle his gasps in his elbow. 


Its alright, mate. This is bizarre and scary for all of us." 
"Graeme's right, Justin," Mike chimed in. "I may not seem like it, but truth be told, if | didn't keep busy trying 
to keep us all moving along and together and taking note of all the details around us, I'd have probably lost 


myself to panic by now." 


"| just want to go h-home," Justin choked out. 


Graeme softly stroked Justin's back. "We all do, mate." 
"And we will, Justin," Mike assured. "We will get home." 


"How? And when?" Justin pulled back, his features igniting again with his fury, leaping into a short, quick pacing 


pattern side to side on a space of no more than four feet of the floor. 


‘For at least two days now -tell me, Mike; where are we?! We've been wandering around aimlessly. We have no 


idea whether we're headed further from home or toward it, or where we even are!" 


"It takes time, mate. Sometimes you have to trust your senses to guide you. Every place we've gone, we've 


had reason to believe its the right way, right now?" asked Mike. 


As soon as Justin's burst of frantic anger was there, it was gone, and he was plunging back down in despair. 
He wilted, nodding against Graeme's shoulder as another round of tears seized him. 


"I know we have our reasons and there's nothing else to go by, but it feels like we aren't getting anywhere at 


all, and | need to know how much longer we've got. | can't bear this uncertainty any longer. l'm tired, Mike," he 


sobbed. "I'm so bloody fired!" 

"I'm tired too." 

"lts alright," Graeme whispered again. 

"Need any help, Mike?" Ray called from the living room. 

Mike winced. The last thing they needed was a full fledged, tearful meltdown, and Ray coming in would seal the 
fate on that. They knew that from their experience in Newcastle when Ray had attempted to comfort Justin, 
only to result with both of them nearly inconsolable over how pathetic the loop of pubs they'd gotten stuck in 


was becoming. 


"No, we've got it. Please stay put. Unless you're off to the loo, in which case, by all means, please go -but 


stay where you are otherwise." 
Ray chuckled half-heartedly at Mike's ramble. 


Mike turned back to Justin "Quiet, now. We don't want to wake John up, because he'll panic too. Especially if he 


sees you." 
Justin hiked the corners of his mouth in a tearful grin 


"Never has been able to stand seeing anyone else hurting, has he?" 


"| swear, with how he was just this hour.. Except for the time he was with Ray in El Riot and Ray fell into the 
flower vases at that fucking tulip festival," said Mike. "Every time we make him try to tell it, the poor soul 
nearly collapses laughing, and he doesn't give a single damn if Ray might be embarrassed!" 


Justin sobbed out a laugh this time. 


"We have to make sure Ray never lives that one down," he quipped, dragging the back of his hand across both 
his eyes and sniffling. "And | didn't even see it happen 


"And | can't even let him live it down as his best mate, because it is too funny to let him live down," agreed 


Mike. 

"Nor can we let John live down just how funny he is trying to speak when he's telling it and can't keep it 
together! It's going to be alright," said Graeme. "Even then, we need not be ashamed of admitting a wee bit of 
worry." He turned and gave Mike a stinging look. "Or pain -you've given our two young lads a great fright!" 
Now Mike and Justin were both laughing. Nothing was better that Graeme's scolding mother impression 
"There's a fine line between honesty and optimism -| think this trip has given us the most challenging one to 
find" Mike admitted. "We don't want to drag each other down, but we should be more ready to admit problems 
so we can better help each other -and that goes beyond how much longer we have to find home." 

"No more playing the actor to each other," Justin sighed, recovering and pulling away from Graeme. 

"No more," Mike repeated, "and I'm not pretending when | say | really do think we aren't too far now." 

"| believe it" 

"Better now?" Graeme tilted his head with gentle concern. 

Justin nodded. 

"Go lie down and rest, Jus. It's still raining, we don't ha e a point of going out without getting soaked, and even 
if we don't mind it too much, l'm sure our instruments will. If nothing else, itll pass the time," suggested Mike. 
"We can stay the night and leave early in the morning." 

"And most certainly are tired," Graeme quipped. "You didn't have to tell me for me to see it!" 


Justin nodded again in agreement with Graeme, following the drummer back to the living room. 


"Oh dear," exclaimed Mike, having walked through the other way around. 


"What?" asked Justin 
"Somebody's sleeping extra heavily. I'd say he was rather tired too." 


John, having been uncomfortably squeezed onto the arm chair, had managed to roll off of it, sprawling his long, 


lanky body out in front of it on the carpet. 

Graeme chortled out loud 

“Graeme!” Mike hissed in warning, but he couldn't hide his own affectionate smile. 

Graeme went into the bag of spare supplies, finding the blankets they'd packed, then went to John's bag and 
got his pillow. He lay one of the blankets out on the floor next to John, then nudged John over onto it before 
tucking the pillow under his head. John didn't even flinch. Only the soft shrinking and expanding of his ribcage 
told of life being in him. 

Justin retrieved his pillow from his bag, dropped it on the floor, and went down on the blanket next to John. 
Within mere minutes, he was passed out and curled up against the bassist. With a deep, blissful sigh, John 
stretched in his sleep, and came back to rest having draped his arm loosely around Justin, as if able to 


subconsciously sense that he needed comfort. 


Graeme smiled affectionately at John's motion, then dropped another blanket over top of them. "You two camp 
out here and rest up," he whispered before returning to the couch with the other blanket to lie back down. 


This time, he fell out straight away. 


Mike approached Ray, who continued to stare mournfully out the bay window, no longer playing his flute and 
having tucked it away. 


"I think we ought to let ourselves drift for a bit too, don't you think?" he asked, placing his hands on Ray's 


shoulders. 

"| guess so. There's nowhere to go or anything else to do," said Ray morosely. 

"Like this, mate," said Mike with a tint of humor to his voice. He set the remaining pillows up on one side of 
the bay window bench, which was quite deep. On the bench, there was a folded quilt, which Mike urged Ray to 
get up off of, before spreading it out across the surface. 

"Now lie back down," ordered Mike. 


Ray did so, and Mike slid into the remaining space next to them, then spread his wool coat out over them. 


"We're just staring up into a bunch of grey clouds now," sighed Ray. 


"That's the point, mate," said Mike. "Who says we can't drift in the clouds like we could in the stars? We'll 


imagine we're passengers on the Astro-Plane, and in our mind we'll find stars floating among the clouds!" 
Slowly, a grin ignited Ray's face. 

‘Oh, Mike, mate; you're the best in this universe.” 

Softly, Mike began singing his song again. 

"And you can fly, high as a kite if you want to." 


Ray joined him until they were both floating miles above the cottage in their mystical musings, and finally, into 


the dark, outer space of slumber. 


Found: The Word is Om 
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Mike awoke to Ray shifting about beside him and soft, muffled murmurs between Ray and Justin, who was 
climbing up from the floor to look out the window. 


There was a dull ache settled in his back, but the sharp spasms seemed to have quieted, and they didn't 


attack him when he slowly sat up. 

"Is it already morning?" asked Justin. 

The sun was on the Eastern horizon, and morning fog hung low on the grass outside. 
"How did we sleep all the way through from the afternoon until morning?!" 


"We were tired, mate," yawned Ray. He stretched his arms up over his head shamelessly while leaning against 


the wall of the window bay. "Morning, Mike." 


‘It's not as if we could have gone anywhere overnight if we had woken up any sooner," said Mike, sitting up. 


"Is soggy out there, but at least it's not raining anymore." 


"We really ought to wait until the sun gets up in the sky too. It's going to be a muddy hike no matter when we 
leave, but at least we can let the light start drying the fog up." Ray stood up and walked over to Graeme on 
the couch. He only stopped when he saw Justin reaching for Graeme's foot -exposed from under the blanket 
edge -with a devilish smile, knowing what sensitivity was there. 


"Oh, go ahead" He waved Justin on, cracking a smile and trying to keep quiet to not ruin the stealthy wakeup. 


Graeme jerked his foot back under the blanket and awoke with a yelp. As soon as he was sitting up and could 


lay eyes on Justin, who was highly amused, he was lunging forward and trying to snatch him up in his arms. 


"l'm afraid l'm too quick for youl" Justin ran out of the room. 


‘Oh, we'll see about that!" Graeme clambered up from the couch in his half-asleep state, nearly tripping on the 
carpet twice before making it through the doorway. 


Mike and Ray chuckled, just as a low moan came up from the floor. Between Justin abandoning his place next 


to him and all his racket with Graeme, John was awake. 
"Lodgey, how are you feeling, mate?" Ray knelt down and slid his arm under John's shoulders, cradling him as 


he slid his palm under the hair that was curling freely after days of not being styled into submission. He felt 
the back of John's neck, his cheeks, and his forehead. 


Ray's touch was met with cool, dry skin as John looked up to him with clear eyes and weak, sleepy smile. 


Never had Ray felt so swept up by relief and affection and at the same time. 
"You look so much better." 


| feel better," John whispered. 


"Good" Ray smoothed John's hair out ineffectively before letting go. "Good. We're going to do all we can to keep 
it that way until we get home." 


"Are we ready to see if we can't get home by tonight?" asked Mike. 
"Who'd like to bet we can?" Graeme had a devilish grin this time when Justin groaned. 
"Don't curse our chances!" 


"Alright, don't you two dare start that now," scolded Mike. "We just woke up starting to all feel better. Let's 


enjoy it while we can" 


"And it's too early for that" Ray walked into the kitchen. "How about we start with trying to keep in good 


spirits by having ourselves something to eat while sitting down in chairs instead of outside in the grass?" 


Not one of them could find an objection to that. Justin and Mike helped John up from the tangle of blankets on 
the floor, and together, they went with Graeme to join Ray in the kitchen for a peaceful morning. If a solid 
twelve hours of sleep was the first thing they'd needed, Ray declared that a good breakfast and a slow start 
with being in no hurry to go anywhere were right behind it. 


"Timothy would approve of it," he quipped when they ended up sitting in the bay window during breakfast, 
watching the sky turn lighter as the rising of the sun progressed. 


Aside from minor body aches that simply had no chance of going away without days of rest and recovery, and 
the knowledge that they were still walking in unknown territory, they all collectively decided that it was as 


normal as they'd felt as a whole since waking up to the bus crash. 


"Do we know where we're going from here?" Not even Justin sounded anxious asking the question as they 


reached the opposite end of the garden, which led to more trees on a hillside terrain. 
"Any signs, Mike?" asked Graeme. 
"No wind, no birds that | can see, no-" 


"Just the path of least resistance," Ray murmured. He pointed to the hillside, indicating that walking straight 


down the incline would be far easier than in a direction alongside it. 


"The rainwater yesterday would have wanted to flow down the hill too." John motioned down the hill too. "If 
that still would count for today, that could be our sign" 


Ray stood, arms out, eyes closed, listening. 
Nothing. 
"We've just got to take it for what we think on our own" 


"Downhill," Mike concluded. 


"If all's a downhill journey from here, then we've hardly got any reason to complain for that!" Graeme pointed 
between the trees in the downhill direction, where fog still filled in clearings and made it somewhat hard to see. 


"Look. Downhill, straight ahead. The sun! We go downhill and follow the sun!" 


"Then let's get going!" Ray took the first step, staying near Mike just in case if he needed to lean on him 
should his residual pain flare up. He had already made it clear that whether Mike liked it or not, he was going 
to be at his side until the end of the path, whether that was until they got home at some point, or wherever 
else they would have to stop for the night. 


Graeme came up beside Justin as they began making their way down the hill, and they made sure John was 


nearby too, just in case his sense of balance began to play with him again. 


"We're not letting you have the chance to find out otherwise,” Graeme insisted when an amused John told him 


that he was feeling as clear in the head and steady on his feet as he had. 


The fog became thicker as they got toward the bottom, even with the trees. Everything up to their waists 


was in a white haze that floated on the ground, seemingly guarding it. 


The haze rose as the slope changed. As the ground leveled out after a seemingly endless drop, it became 
squishy under their shoes. There was no splashing or any feelings of standing water, but soft. It was a thick, 


pasty mud that could stick to everything. 


"Tread carefully. No big steps or running," warned Mike. "The ground is saturated after last night. Slip and fall 
in this, and | don't care to know how long that will take to clean up." 


"Let's all just agree now to make sure none of us find out." As soon as Graeme said it, John took a step 
forward and nearly had his feet fly out from under himself. He reached out at the last second to stop him 
before it was too late, and Justin steadied him with hands on his shoulders to ensure that John wouldn't only 
take Graeme with him. 

"Not as steady as you think, mate?" quipped Ray. 

"I'm fine." 

"You're shaking," Justin argued. 


"| just almost fell; it's the excitement" 


‘Mate, you are feeling better and look it too, but lets not push it to being there entirely," Ray decided. "Be 


careful. Everyone, hold onto something or someone for stability. No exceptions." 


Mike put his arm around Ray, and Graeme snatched Justin and John against his sides as though they were his 
little brothers and something bigger than all three of them put together had just sent threats their way. 


Proceeding forward only led to more fog and soft ground underfoot. 


“Alright, | don't think it matters if we fall in the mud or not; we're still going to have a hell of a time getting it 
from our shoes and pant legs anyway," Justin said defeatedly. 


"Can't be much worse than the first day when we did it in the house." Ray stated cheerful. 


Mike almost tripped as one of his forward steps came down short. Past his knees, the fog was too thick to see 


through to the ground. 


"| think we've got it going back uphill now," he warned. "And up ahead, it looks like there might be a clearing 
through the trees. 


Graeme tested the ground with a few prods of his toe in the ground. 


"Yes, let's go up, and be extra careful not to fall back now." 


"Well, so much for it being a downhill journey," Justin grumbled, leaning his head on Graeme's shoulder. "I could 


have known that was asking too much." 


"Quit it!" Mike snapped. "It doesn't look like the clearing is too far above us. Let's just keep up while we can and 


keep as cool as we can" 
Justin took a step forward beside Graeme, and another, and then another. 
‘Not too steep, yet," he decided, placing emphasis on ‘yet’ so not to jinx it. 


"For as close as that clearing looks, we're not getting up to its level quite as fast as I'd expect," said Ray with 


uncertai nty. 


It might get steeper, but if it's close, then it can't be too long a walk up." Mike tried to ignore it when his 
hamstrings and calf muscles began tightening once more at the concept of a steep walk up, and simply leaned 
on Ray for support and stability as they continued on Indeed, the next step up required a much stronger push 
from both of them, and he could feel gravity wanting him to take a step back toward more stable ground that 
was even further obstructed by the fog now. 


Perhaps he might have taken it as a sign to step back and go another way. Perhaps they should have been 
walking along the valley of thick, muddy ground. That wasn't anywhere near as telling as the clearing and the 


increasingly louder rushes of wind he at least thought he could hear coming from above them. 


"What's that up ahead?" asked John, pointing a shaking hand out to the distance. Through the fog and over the 


tree line, there seemed to be square shapes just poking up past them. 
"Does anyone hear that noise?" asked Graeme. 


"Shhh!" hissed Mike, ordering everyone quiet so that they could hear. He hadn't been tricked by his mind after 


all. 
"No, it actually sounds like that -every few seconds, listen!" exclaimed Graeme. 


The sound didn't come uniformly -sometimes every few seconds, and sometimes it came almost a minute or 


more apart. And it came in softly, then rose to a peak of loudness, and faded back out. 

It sounded suspiciously like car tires passing by over wet pavement. 

"Its like road noise; we must be near-" Justin slung his bag off his shoulder and dug through for the 
binoculars, first aiming for the shapes above the trees through the haze as they looked further down and 


parallel to the slope. 


"Those are towers!" he declared, adjusting the lenses. "We're near the city -l| see it! And the road, it must lead 


He tried and couldn't see the road through the trees quite well, but they continued to hear it. 
"We're close, mate; we're so close," exclaimed Mike, clapping Ray on the shoulders with his hands. 
Ray chuckled and Graeme let out one of his wild wolf howls of glee. 


"Let's move toward the sound -we're almost to our way home!" John was finding his balance again, moving 


faster and faster even with the slide of the mud. 


Ray put one arm around his shoulders to steady him, and on the other side, Justin did the same. Mike quickly 
got on the other side of Ray, and Graeme on the other side of Justin, and as they pushed up the hill at a 
slight diagonal to counteract the resistance of going straight up, gaining speed, all noticing they felt their 
motion stronger than ever and the world spinning around them, the road noise came louder and more 


frequent.. 

A wind blew in the trees, and Justin cried out with excitement of catching the outline of cars. They were up 
on the hillside far enough that the sun could reach down the slope now, glinting off the fog in colorful bursts 
that made it hard to see as they steadied each other. The hillside was so steep that what was three steps in 
front of them was at eye-level, effectively rolling fog right into their faces. 

"Ray, | can't see," whispered John. "The glare is too bright and the fog is too thick" 

"Don't worry mate, just keep holding onto us," said Ray. 

"We're all going the same way, toward home,” assured Mike. 

Ray squinted to give his eyes momentary relief from the bright burning before they walked through the tree 
line, through which the road was visible. But each time he tried to blink back open, the light became more 
intense and more painful, and he could feel as Mike and John took increasingly shorter, cautious steps. 

But they continued pushing, as for certain, the way home was just a few short steps more.. 

The weirdest sensation came over him, as though he'd lost his sense of balance. It felt as though he was lying 
down, and there was a pressure against his back that was too soft for his bag, and too dry for the sort of 


mud they'd felt under the fog. 


Ray's eyelids fluttered open softly to sun dust dancing on every surface around him, lying on his back and 
half-cocooned in his bedding. And he felt as though he was moving. 


Wait a minute, where am F 


Rubbing his eyes and looking off the side of the bed, he found himself on a bus, in a bunk, sun streaming in 
the windows that had been left with the shades up. The bus felt as if it was moving, warm inside, and there 


was no sloping or indication of damage to it. 


"What?" he murmured out loud, sitting up. As he did sit up in his bunk, his bewildered eyes met Mike's over 
the divider as Mike sat up just as disoriented as himself. 


"Ray?" 
"Mike? Did you..? This weird -where are we?" 
"Did you -was it a dream we both..2" 


Mike trailed off, climbing out of his bunk to look down the aisle, seeing everything as normal, the morning 


arriving on the road. 

Ray looked over, meeting Mike's eyes again in disbelief before both sprang bewildered smiles, shot forward, and 
embraced each other tightly. That lasted for mere seconds before hysterical laughter -more out of relief of 
being safe and disbelief that they'd really had been on an otherworldly adventure together in their dreams - 
tore them apart and left them sprawled on the floor. 

"Holy... if that wasn't the weirdest thing | have ever seen!" gasped Ray. 


"We're here and we're okay. It was just a dream. | can hardly believe it. A dream," declared Mike. “Both of us, 


the same dream -we were both there." 
"The others were there too. | wonder if they-?" 


Ray stopped abruptly as there was a small moan up above before John peeped his head out from under his 


blankets, then sat up, looking about wildly. 


First he looked across the aisle, seeing Graeme out cold in his bunk, then then over the divider to see Justin 


curled up in his, and finally, down to the floor to lock eyes with Mike and Ray. 

"Mike? .R-Ray?" 

"Good morning, John," greeted Ray softly with a warm smile. "Feeling better?" 

Without a response, John didn't even both with the ladder, but instead all but catapulted himself out of his 
upper bunk, jumping down to the floor and landing on his toes. Almost too enthusiastically, he threw himself at 


his two awake bandmates. 


Ray caught John in his arms, visibly amused as the overwhelmed bassist locked his arms around his middle, 


shaking all over and holding on as if he expected Ray to disappear. 


Mike shook his head, holding up a finger as a gesture to say he'd be back, disappeared through the passage to 


the kitchen area, and came back with a glass of water. 


"Lodgey," Ray chuckled, patting John on the shoulder with one hand and taking the glass from Mike with the 
other. "You alright?" 


John nodded, pulling away and accepting the glass when Ray passed it to him, which he took cautious sips from 
between light hyperventilation. He had tears standing in his eyes by the time he could settle down 


Ray continued to pat him on the shoulder as Mike went to the back lounge. 


‘Its alright Lodgey -we're all here together and we're home. Well, not home, but we know where we are, and 


it's where we're supposed to be. We're all safe and alright" 
Mike emerged from the lounge with a playful smile. 
"I figured you'd like to see this, John," he quipped, pulling John's intact bass out from behind his back 


John all but snatched the bass from Mike and plopped right down on the floor with it, holding it in his arms 


and resting his now-tear streaked cheek against the cool, metallic strings. 


Ray sarcastically feigned exasperation. "Oh, would you look what you've gone and done, Mike? | just got him 


calmed down, and now you've got him going again!" 
Mike shook his head and swatted the air. 
"Oh, shut up, you!" 


Justin sat up too then, looking around and seeing Ray and Mike, Graeme in his bunk, and John in his 
overwhelmed state, holding the bass that should have been broken, yet it was in perfectly normal condition. 


"Have we all gone mad, or was that whole thing we went through was just a wild psychedelic dream?" he 


demanded. 


"The driver's up front concentrating on the road, and we're just an hour away from our next Town, mate. It 


was a dream," Mike confirmed. 


"Oh, thank heavens that's all that was." Justin put his face in his hands with relief, then scrubbed his eyes and 
the area under them as he yawned. He felt the slight stickiness of dried salt tracks. Apparently he'd been lucid 
enough that his crying spell in the cottage had carried over into reality. 


"This has got to be the weirdest thing | have ever had happen in my life, real or not. And you all say you had 
the dream too?" asked Justin, climbing down from his ladder. He flinched on the last wrung, stopping short and 
looking down to the floor to find it clear before stepping down. 

Ray dissolved into laughter. 

"If that was because you expected a flute to be on the floor for you to step on, then I'm fit to bet it was!" 


"Why, yes, and it bloody damn well Aur?!" Justin unleashed the most indignant pout Ray had ever seen 


John, having dried up his tears, chose that moment to unleash another exuberant hug on him until he couldn't 


keep the pout in place any longer. 


"Ray, | think we'll let John sit out of the experiments as he chooses from now on," suggested Mike. "I don't 


think the poor bloke can take that sort of thing again. And | wonder if Justin can really handle it either" 


| can take it, but | don't ever want to have a dream like that again on my life," Justin moaned, shaking his 


head. 
Ray shrugged. 


"Come to think of it, now that we know it was just a dream.. Don't you all think it was a bit fun, looking back 
on it? All the adventures we had together? And who would have thought we'd ever meet Timothy Leary?" 


"Let alone all those explorers," said Mike. 

"All of them were real. Do you think that piano playing kid is too?" asked John 

Justin squinted. "What was his name again?" 

"Patrick Moraz," said Ray. 

| can't remember ever hearing of him," remarked Justin. 

"Well, he is a young lad, and a rather gung-ho and arrogant one -he's got to be a couple years younger than 
you, Justin. | guess we'll know if we ever hear his name pop up somewhere," decided Ray. "Hopefully he checks 
his temperament though by the time he gets on the scene, or | imagine he'd run into some trouble. | do 
wonder if he ended up on Timothy's ship by acid trip too?" 

"One would expect so," declared John. "Since we were all on it, and it'd be quite expected Timothy would be. | 


hate to burst anyone's bubble, but | don't think I'll be joining in on any more -even if there were a few times 


in there that were rather interesting." 


"That's fine, mate," assured Mike. With as ill as John had been, none of them could find a reason to argue with 


him. 


"Look at it this way," Ray said, sitting back down on the edge of his bunk "If that was going to be your last 


time, you've got quite the collection of stories to tell from the experience." 

"We've all got stories to tell. Think of it" Mike gazed up at the ceiling of the bus, already going into his mind 
for all the things they'd seen and done in a span of a few days that was really only a few hours. "That was a 
once in a lifetime experience; one that's effected all of us so much in such a short amount of time." 

"You can't tell anyone about that though. They'd think we've all gone off our trolley!" insisted Justin. He winced, 
thinking of headlines that could come out with rumors, denouncing the band for insanity and ruining any 
chances of another success to follow Days of Future Passed 

Ray held up a finger. 


"Not necessarily. We have friends out there who would believe us because they've been on the stuff" 


"Ah, but there's something even better we could do, Ray," said Mike. "A way we could tell everyone in the 
world and nobody would think anything bad of it -and you already have an idea for one part" 


Graeme's eyes lit up. 
"We wnite about it!" he declared. 
John also perked up. 


"Could you imagine how that could fill a whole album's worth?! That's another concept album all in order for 


us! We've got to!" 


"I think you could get a hit on this one, Ray," said Mike. "We can all write about something, but | think Ray 
should definitely get the honors of writing about our experience with Timothy, John already had an idea for 
the house in the woods with the four doors, and then we can sort out the rest of it. Sound good?" 


"Well," said Justin, reaching for his acoustic, "we've only got but half an hour before we arrive, but | suppose 


we can at least start on something in that time." 


Graeme was already back up on his bunk, stretched out on his stomach, pad of paper in front of him, 


scrawling out his poetry drafts with a euphoric smile on his face. 


